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1 
„ TO THE 
Right honourable Lady MARY 
FitTZzGERALD, 


MAD Au, 


Ir gives me real Jen that this little 
Volume of Sacred Poems, going out into 
the World under your Ladyſhip's Pro- 


teftion, does not borrow an empty Title 


from your elevated Station, but ſpeaks a 
language throughout congenial to your 


feelings. He that is of God, ſays our 


Great Teacher, heareth the words of 


God: which divine Sentence the Beloved 


Diſciple echoes back as it were, when he 
lays, © He that 1s of God, heareth us.“ 
The truth 1s, All that are taught of God, 
however divided they may be by human 
incloſures, do nevertheleſs belong to one 


School or heavenly Univerſity; and how- 
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ever dumb and unintelligible to others, 
have one common Shibboleth among 
mee. 

We live in an Age, wherein Virtue and 
Vice, Religion and Impiety, ſeem to be 
every day removing to a greater diſtance 
from each other. — Ihe wicked ſhall do wich- 
edly, ſays the Piophet Daniel, when looking 
forward to theſe laſt and perilous times: 
and again to the ſame purpoſe, None of the 
wicked ſhall underſtand, but the wiſe ſhall 
underſtand.” — Hence it is, Madam, that 
whenever Perſons of your diſtinguiſhed 
Rank and Character in Life, come unex- 
pectedly to avow the Crucified, and openly 
to glory in the Croſs of Chriſt, they are 
literally for Szgns and Wonders among 
their former polite and unawakened Ac- 
quaintance.—On the other hand theſe laſt, 
ſollicitous to preſerve their own Repu- 
tation, as well as to eſcape the cenſure 
manifeſtly implied in the change of the 
former, frequently find Reaſons either in 
their paſt afflictions, or in a preſent 
imputed weakneſs of Judgment, decent! 
to excule the ſingularity of their conduct, 
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How oft ſuch Reflexions have been 
applied to your Ladyſhip in your Re- 


ligious Profeſſion, is no Secret to you: 


nor will malicious and infernal Envy. 
though it ſhould happen to appear in the 
Maſk of Compaſſion, be able in the leaſt 
to move your Conſtancy.—No, Madam, 
you are well aſſured you have not fol- 
lowed a cunningly devifed Fable—and 
while your Conſcience bears you witneſs 
that deliberate Conviction, and not Mis- 
fortune or mental Imbecility, is the Baſis 


of your Faith, you will ever find the 


ſuperadded teſtimonice of Divine Pro- 
vidence and Revelation, to invigorate your 
Hopes, and to realize your Wiihes. 

That theſe Principles, and their con- 
ſequent fruits of Righteouſneſs may more 
and more abound in voar* Spirit and be 
exemplified in your Liſe, is the ſincere 


"_ of, Madam, 
Your moſt obedient 
and moſt reſpe&tful Servant 
R. C. BRACKENBURY, 
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[HOUGH 1 have no inclination to 
foreſtall the judgment of the Reader 

by a miſplaced criticiſm on the following 
Poetical Eſſays; yet I judge it needful to 
give ſome account of the nature of the 
work, as well as of the reafons of its 
preſent publication. It is divided into 
three parts. The firſt part conſiſting of 


Poems in Blank-Verſe, is of my own 


compoſition. The four firſt were origi- 
nally ſketched in Proſe by a celebrated 
Divine of the laſt century, and are now 


brought forth again to view in a new 


dreſs with numerous enlargements. They 
are intitled Converſation-Graces, being in- 
tended to recommend, chiefly in that 
point of view, thofe Divine Virtues, 
whoſe names they reſpectively bear; and 
as contraries admirably ſerve to illuſtrate 


each other, care has been taken to contraſt 


them with their oppoſite vices, in hopes 
not only of guarding againſt their con- 
tagious venom, but alſo of rendering the 
particular virtue deſcribed more attractive 
and endearing. Exceedingly were it to be 
wiſned that the Spirit of our moſt holy 
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religion, which naturally leads its votaries 


to the higheſt perfection of thoſe heavenly 


tempers attainable upon earth, were truly 


felt in all hearts. What a different aſpect 


would Converſation then every where 
aſſume! and what pleaſing endearments 


would Society adminiſter to mankind! 


Inſtead of the trifling puerilities, the 
empty compliments, and defamatory re- 
flections which make up, I ſuppole, three 
fourths of what now palles for polite 
Converſation, we ſhould ſee Truth, Sim- 
plicity, Meekneſs, and Charity, every 


where diffuſing their benign influence, 


and harmonioufly conſpiring to unite and 
cement the brotherhood of man. As 
theſe ends can only be ſecured by bring- 
ing men acquainted with the leadin 

principles and doctrines on which Chriſ- 


tianity is built, ſo in unfolding its bleſſed 
fruits and effects, it is abſolutely neceſſary 


to begin by eſtabliſhing thoſe grounds, 
It is this diſtinguiſhes Divine Revelation 
from all other falſe or pretended religions. 
It conſiders man as fallen from his pri- 


mitive integrity, and without ability to 


reſtore himſelf; and while it offers the 
moſt effectual relief to his labouring con- 
ſcience under the ſenſe of paſt fins, it 
abundantly provides for his future eſtas 
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bliſhment in the ſacred paths of holineſs 
and peace. This true and ſolid foundation 
is purpoſely and conſtantly kept in view 
through the ſubſequent pages; and, if 
the Reader is here and there reminded of 
his native impotence to good, and moral 
incapacity of happineſs through original 
fn, it is but to direct him the better to 
that all-fullneſs of grace and merit which 
is treaſured up for ſinners in our adorable 
Immanuel. | 

To return to our Poems. — The next on 
Humility, enters more deeply into the 
ſubje& than the preceding one which 
bears that title, and being enforced by 
the moſt cogent of all arguments, the ex- 
ample of the _ — may ſerve, with 
the bleſſing of God, (ſuch at leaſt is the 
Author's | Aa wiſh and delirej to make 
the Reader aſhamed of every thing that 
may have hitherto contributed to nouriſh 
his pride, that moſt deteſtable, but alas! 
moſt dearly-cheriſhed of all human idols, 
:The piece on Malachi iv. g. is moſtly | 
experimental: ſeveral of the thoughts U 
may be found in Brown's Treatiſe on 
Scripture-Metaphors, under the head of 
Chriſt, the Sun of Righteouſneſs, 

The Poems, which form the Second 


Part of this ſmall volume, are partly taken 


— 


PREFACE - is 
from the Poetical Works of good Biſhop 
Kenn, and partly from the writings of 
Mr. Roach, an illuminated miniſter of the 
Eſtabliſhed Church, who flouriſhed in the 
beginning of this Century, Whoever 
will take the pains to compare theſe with 
their originals, will find abundance of 
alterations, not to ſay, improvements. 
The principal recommendation of Biſhop 
Kenn's Poetry is, the ſweet ſimplicity and 
delightful odour of unfeigned piety which 
breathes through the whole. But the 
ſtile, though conſiderably mended in what 
is here printed, is by no means propoſed 
as the moſt elegant or moſt perfect in its 
kind. The two other pieces by Mr, 
Roach, viz. The Alarm to the Holy Wars, 
and The Creation in Confort, will, it is 
humbly preſumed, be as acceptable to the 
pious Reader as they have proved to the 
Editor. They ſhew a mind not ſlightly 
tinctured, but deeply imbued with celeſtial 
wiſdom, and the unction of the Holy 
One, | 

The Third and laſt Part conſiſts chiefly 
of Hymns, compoſed with a view to in- 
ſpire devotion, and to imprint on the 
minds of men the ſentiments and affec- 
tions of true ſpiritual worſhippers, Se- 
yeral of them are my own, and the reſt, 
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I believe, are but in very few hands. I 
have only to add a word reſpecting the 
Elegy (which begins this diviton) on the 
late Rev. John Fletcher, Vicar of Madeley, 
that moſt worthy and exemplary character. 
Several of the lines were written extem- 
pore, on receiving the news of his happy 
departure out of time, They were after- 
wards reviſed, and the remainder added ; 
and are now humbly addreſſed to his 
pious relict, Mrs. Fletcher of Madeley, 
whoſe praiſe is in the churches, N 
After giving this ſhort account of tbe 
Poems here offered to the ſerious of all 
denominations, I ſhould infringe on the 
rules both of truth and prudence, were 
I to venture on any farther remarks, or 
aſſign any other reaſons for ſending them 
out into the world. May the Great 
Father of mercies from whom proceedeth 
every good and every perfect gift, vouch- 
 Tafe his bleſſing for the Redeemer's ſake 
to this little labour of love, and may it 
prove a means, under the powerful energy 
of his good Spirit, of enlightening the un- 
derſtandings and of inflaming the devout 
affections of all thoſe into whoſe hands 
4t ſhall come, that they may thereby be 
uickened and excited in their purſuit 
after the moſt excellent things. Amen. 
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PART I 
CONVERSATION GRACES 
OF 


UNIVERSAL USE 


M ODESTY:;: 


> 1. Introduction. F 2. Deſcription of Modeſty. 
g. Deviations from Modefly of two kinds, 
Lightneſs and Vainglory. & 4. Antidotes againſt 
Vainglory. 9 5: Directions to attain Modeſty. 


Q 1. Nor OT 6 Caftalian ſpring, or flow'ry feos 
Of Helicon, or fam'd Parnaſſus! hill 
Attempts its ventrous flight my humble verſe : 


So the celeſtial unction and the flame 
B 
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Which our Great Prophet came on earth to kindle 
Diffuſe their hallowing virtue through my breaſt, 

I aſk not attic ſalt, nor attic fire: 

While fairer graces tha the Muſes court, 

Or art can imitate, or beauty vaunt, 

Compoſe my ſubje&, and adorn my ſong. 


52. Sacred to thee, reſpected Modeſty, 
This early tribute of the Poet's lays, 
Riſe his firſt incenſe from thy veſtal- ſhrine. 
Aſk you its character? In inward life 
Tis ſelf- acquaintance, while in outward act 
Lovely proportion, and behaviour ſweet 
With comelineſs divine, to all endear. 
Or if the pleaſing portrait at full length 
Drawn by the ſacred artiſt you would view, 
Behold the hearnly ſtranger here on earth 
* Neatly apparell'd though in homely garb ; 
% No gold or coſtly pearls, or broider'd locks, 
% Enſigns of human pride; but fair in charms 
«« Of baſhful innocence ; and (her high worth 
* Still more t' illuſtrate) with good works adorn'd,” 
Tis the peculiar virtue of the ſex | 


* 1 Tim. ii. 9, 10. 
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In time of their eſpouſals, ſo of ſaints, : 
The ſpouſe of Chriſt ky more thaw-mortal tres, 
Life is the dreſſing- time, their ſouls t attire 
Meekly-attractive of his eye and heart, 

And Modeſty their bridal ornament. 

Tis a chaſte maiden-bluſh upon the face 

Of converſation, and denotes not ſhame, 

As reddens vice from conſciouſneſs of guils, 

But humble diffidence allied with fear, 

And incapacity of doing wrong. 

"Tis a reſerve of wiſdom and of worth, 

Nor ill defin'd ſobriety - raſh zeal 

Is undiſtinguiſhing, and blunders on 

In folly's maze, ſpending its idle ſtrength 

For ſtraws or crowns; while Modeſty, mild gueſt, - 
Diretts, compoſes, balances, adjuſts 

With unaffected gracefulneſs of action, | 5 


Diffuſing fragrance like the new- blown roſe. 


6 3. Oppos'd to Modeſty's meek gentle ſway 
Stand lightneſs and vainglory, here true ſaints 
Wrong both themſelves and friends, oft as they yield 
To their capricious pow'r ; but moſt by that 
Whoſe am'rous glances, and inchanting ſmiles 

| B 2 
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Spread peſlilential arrows, brands and . 


As ſcorching ſun- beams blight the beauteous flow # 


Tainting alike the circumambient air, 


So wantonneſs deforms and ſullics all. 

Fatal indeed its touch, if fairly view'd 

In revelation's glaſs, * as there conjoin'd 

With ev'ry iſſue of infernal birth. 

Nor Jeſs deſtructive is a carriage light 

And vain, becauſe exempt from flagrant crime; 
Like fairies juſtly deem'd of dev'liſh race 


Though harmleſs in appearance : here mad mirth, 


And gaiety with all her comic train, 
Novels, romantic tales, theatric thews, 
Balls, routs, ridottos, concerts, maſquerades, 


Are branded and proſcrib'd ; nor hum'rous wit, 


Nor the inſinuating ſoft addreſs 

Of modiſh coquetry, well vers'd to pleaſe, 

Nor friv'lous tattling, nor the ſmooth-tongu'd oath, 
Nor ought that wounds the chaſteſt eye or ear, 


roach where Mode eſt 
Dare once Af oa wh Pet . 
* See Eph. v. 4. where the Apoſtle joins a light car- 
riage with the fouleſt acts of uncleannefs, fornication, 


adultery, as in the third verſe compared with the fourth. 
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«© The queen of jeſts” ſaid once an heathen ſage, 

e Sprung from the foam of ſea: Shall frothy Jokes 
Light ſportive airs, or Bacchanalian ſongs 

Burſt then from Chriſtian lips, pure hallow'd lips 
Sacred alone to Zion's tuneful ſtrains ? 

Prudenc&, decorum, piety, forbid. 

Who walk with God, drink not the harlot's cup, 

* FILL'D WITH THE SPIRIT, all their glorious 
Chaſte Modeſty's of fine and tender metal, [ôjoy. | 
And ſhuns of perſons the too near approach ; 

Like Venice-glaſſes by colliſion apt 

To tarniſh and deface their ſhewy pride, 

Nor ſafe without a barrier interpos d. 

Ves, Modeſty's a bank 'twixt ſexes plac'd 

If broken down, whether the neighb'ring ground 


Slide in the river, or the river ſwoln 


YT That overflow, both will be turn'd to mire. 
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Review we now vainglory' s empty boaſt. 
Tis not for modeſt virgins to be loud, 
But graceleſs ſtrumpets ; faints, as ſung above, 
Are virgin-brides for Chriſt ; uncomely then 
For ſuch to mix and buſtle in the crowd, 
Or bribe diſtinctions.—Serving-men at court 

| * 

* Eph. v. 18. 
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May treat you roughly; courtiers with reſpect 
And manners affable ; ſaints courtiers „ 
Waiting the orders of the King of Kings. 
Can ſuch be rude, or negligent of any? 
Others anticipate or interrupt ? 
Impertinently diQate, or the talk 
Monopolize, like bubbling pots that boi! 
Over the brim, and fill the room with noiſe ? 
*Tis baſtard Chriſtians, not the royal heirs 
AR out of character; tis concubines 

Kiſs with their lips the Saviour, and his bed 
Falſely betray, fond of adult'rous loves, 

Of luſt and vanity the baſe-born ſlaves. 


\ 4. Seek you corredtives for this fretting plague ? 


A meek till ſpirit is its ſov'reign cure. 
Study ſelf-conqueſt : mind your proper work, 


*High things affect not *bove your narrow ſphere ; 


The turf-grown violet makes little ſhew, 
But ſmells the ſweeteſt of the floral tribe. 
Re ſpectful ſilence Modeſty becomes, 


More ſeen than heard, and oft'ner prais'd than ſeen, - 


A raging ſea's the emblem of the proud; 


* Rom, xiv. 16. 
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A ſaint's a placid fountain in a grove. 

*T was ſage advice by wiſdom's child of old, 

* Be prais'd by others lips and not thine on.“ 
Speak little before men, leaſt of thyſelf. 

+ Thy huſband aſk at home, that is thy time 
With thy dear Lord : there to thy heart and tongue 
Give fulleſt vent, there wreſtle and prevail, 
Stand not on rank and titles, not unlike 

The nobler elements of air and fire, 

Paſs quickly on, and gently yield to all, 

But if fell calumny beſmear your fame, 

Break not your inward calm, nor eager ſtrive 

(Save where or truth or charity demand) 

To wipe the foul aſperſion from your brow : 

Hear your great patron's voice, © Leave that to me. v 


\ 5. Longs then your ſoul the precious pearl to 
The path to Modefly hes full in view. [buy ? 
If, as they ſpeak in language of the ſchdols, | 


#* Prov. xxvii. 2. | | 
+ Alluding to that rule for church-fellowſhip, 1 


cor. xiv. 34. That a woman muſt not ſpeak in the 


church, but aſk her huſband at home,” which ſeems to 
contain a great deal of ſpirituality, r 
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She is the ſpirit with the body join'd 
Incorporate, do you with zeal invoke 

The HOLY SPIRIT, fruit of Jeſu's love, 
T' inform and actuate your ev'ry pow'r: 
This is a gentle dove, nor fails t' impart 
Dove's eyes, dove's language, and a dove-like mien, 
Ingraft the tender ſcion on the ſtock 

Of true humility : ſcan well your life, 

And balance your acquirements with your faults, 
Mental deformities be ſure to hide | 
More than corporeal, nor let your tongue 

Stir the offenſive pools of ſpleen and wrath. 
Humiliation is the deepeſt ground 

Of chriſtian Modeſty, Haſt thou in tears 

Once bluſh'd for fin before thy Maker's face? 
*Twill cure thy appetence of human praiſe. | | 
Who, like the penitent * at church-porch laid [ 
Beſprent with aſhes, and in ſupplant tone, 
Has truly pray'd, © O Chriſtians, tread on me 


* Alluding to a cuſtom practiſed in the primitive 
church and recorded by Tertullian. viz, Perſons under 
penance ſat or lay at the church-porch covered with 
aſhes, and earneſtly entreated the faithful to tread on 


them, as they went in to worſhip. 
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Hardly methinks will afterwards be found 
Seeking precedence or the foremoſt place. - 
Your paſt exceſſes always bear in mind, 
Your foils and blots, what time your high-flown_ 
Chaſtis'd for her effront'ry coſt you dear; [pride 
Your whip and bridle for the time to come. 

Let moderation be your conſtant guide, 

Fair virtue's guardian-friend : thisas a curb 

To all extremes, holding an even rein 

Over th' impetuous paſſions of the mind, 

Each curious, haughty and indecent flight 

Of wanton vanity can well repreſs. 

* Your moderation both in word and deed 


% Be ſhewn to all mankind : the Lord's at hand.“ 


* Phil. iv. 5. 
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eee 
HU MI LIT 


& 1. Addreſs to Humility as the diſtinguiſhing grace 
of the Redeemer of mankind. & 2. The activity 
of an humble ſpirit lies in all points of honour and 

ſeeks no private intereſt. F g. An humble man 
makes himſelf the reflection of another's glory, as 
Chriſt was of his Father's, and is in the world at 
the ſervice of every one. & 4. Pride has two eyes 
always awake, an eye of fear, and an eye of 
jealouſy. & 5. Humility puts out both theſe eyes, 
and is here contraſted with ſpiritual pride. 8 6. 
Two invitations to Humility. The ſweet reſt, and 
the great glory there is in it. & 7. Short directions 
for the practice of Humility. = 


| \ 1. Har, meek Humility ! The Lord is with 
Thy rich inheritance, thy bright reward, [thee, 
Thy fulneſs of ſupreme beatitude | 
All thought beyond.—He, who of tend'reſt love 
And condeſcenſion, ſuch as God could ſhew, 
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Himſelf beſtow'd * foundation deep and ſure 
For human happineſs, all gifts in one. 


Diſtinguiſh'd virtue hail ! Grace of our Chriſt 


Above all graces that allur'd the eye 

Of heav'n auſpicious, while on earth beheld 
He veil'd his glory, and this impreſs bore 
«A graceful f har oo inriching all.” 


n 2. Form'd in this ml of Saudis {kill 
A child of God t aſks not applauſe from men, 
Yet gives to each the honour of a king. 

But why ſo courtly ? *Tis becauſe he views 
In man, his Maker's image, though deſjoil'd 


By fin, yet capable through love's ſtrange act 
Of reſtoration to its priſtine luſtre, 


His crown of glory, to grow dim no more. 
The proud man's heart a whirlpool of unreſt 


That works and boils and troubles all about it; 


From each ſide to itſelf ingulfing praiſe : 
An humble ſaint's an overflowing ſpring 
Of real honour, pouring forth himſelf 
And filling other's veſſels to the brim, 


* Iſai. xxviii. 16. + 2 Cor. viii. 9. © John v. 44+ 


compared with Rom. ii. 2. 
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ReſpeQ is worth's revenue: learn to pay 
With ſtricteſt equity to all their due 
That virtue, wiſdom; piety dematid. 
Humility no private int'reſt ſeeks, 
Emptied of ſelf that others may have room. 
As th' air no colours of its own di ſplays 
Piaphonous; tranſmitting thus to men 
The double gloties of the earth and ſky'; - 
So ſhines the cryſtal of an humble heart: 

A moral ſun, which light and beauty ſheds 


On all things elſe; and ſhews their forms replete 


With grace, yet has no eye its ow] to view. 


Meek Moſes after converſe with his God, 


When to hisawesſtruek#Ifracl he return d 
Unconſcious + wilt not that his viſage ſnone. 


93. Hümikity goes farther; and propounds 
JEHOVAH's Repreflntative below, 


Both in his pecſon and illuſtrious dees y 
Reflecting all the glory on his Site, 
As her grand model ; hence berkelf che mlt 


The mere fefleion of anothet's brightneſs; 
7 5 


® Trauſparent- + Exdd xxxiv. 29. 
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With ingenuity the image draws 

Of each one's excellencies on her heart, 
And like ſome mirrors of peculiar grace 
| Shadows their failings, and ſets off their worth. 
'Tis the directs to handle men aright 
As a muſician does his lute or harp, 
Puts them in tune, and then makes muſic on them. 
The greateſt ſaint inſtructed in her ſchool 
Nothing beneath him deems but fin, nor ſcorns 
W here pity pleads, or charity invites, 
The meaneſt office to his kindred-duſt, 
Beſt pleas'd to be the foot ſtool of the world. 
Is it a paradox with modern ſophs 
That heav'nly luminaries are ordain'd 
As ſerying- agents to this carthly ball ? 

Behold a diff'rent wonder paſſing far, 
That our great * Leader with his royal ſeed | 
Princes in heaven, ſhould dwell here ch 
+ Only to ſerve: his ſign to mortals known 
BORN IN A MANGER, ON A CROSS 

DECEAS'D.” : 

Ah! who can fathom the immenſe profound ? 
Here bluſh archangels in confuſion wilder'd: 


* Ifai, Iv. 4. T Luke xxii. 27. 
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Here grandeur hides, and littleneſs is great 
Here vanity forgets that ſhe is vain, eh 
Her bells and rattles to the winds conſign'd. 
But of Humility to rebel- pride 

The diſſimilitude, in contraſt ſeen, 

Her genuine dignity will beſt evince. 

Only the Hydra-monſter firſt review, 

It ſhews a ſpectacle of moral uſe. 


{ 4. Pride has two Argus-eyes, the one of fear, 
Of jealouſy the other, broad awake : 
An eye of fear upon itſelf, leſt ought 
Should leſſen its importance, leſt ſome word 
In company unluckily miſplac'd, 
Or inattention to the ſacred rules 
Of faſhion and politeneſs, ſhould betray 
Want of good- breeding, or ſhould chance to raiſe 
A conſcious bluſh, that more than mortal crime: 
To ſhun theſe terrible pride-penances, 
Theſe chilling ague-fits of vain deſire, 
The proud man ſwells, and ſpreads himſelf abroad 
Supremely bleſt, if his ſuperior {kill | 
Or parts, or opulence, or rank, or fame, 
Attract the public gaze, and in full view 
C 2 
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Place the dear idol, in that noted ſhrine 
Self-exaltation nam'd: ſo yon gay & bird 
Whoſe dazzling beauties are but paltry feathers, 


Oft as he's ey'd diſpreads his gaudy train, 


Strutting in mimic, majeſty of ſtate. 

But if through infelicity of birth 

And want of talents well refin'd by art 

Man's leſs adventurous ambition creeps, 

Or ſhuns to ſoar as fearful of a fall, 

Or, when it fallies forth abroad, in hopes 
Of entertainment, meets with cold neglect, 
At home he makes himſelf full-weight amends 
Self- paid the ſweet applauſe the world denies. 
This was the core of that malignant fruit 
Which ſtrangled our firſt mother, when inform*d 
Of her capacity of growing wiſe 

And rifing into Godhead, ſhe diſdain'd | 

To quit the high prerogative, afraid 

Of underbidding her pretenſions fair; 


Pernicious root of all her children's bane, 


Pride has an eye of jealouſy on all, 

Leſt other's merits ſhould eclipſe its own. 
To moſt men you may eaſily obſerve 
The praiſe of others is a rueful gueſt; 


2 The Peacock. 


_ 
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Tis like a latent poiſon, cauſing ſpleen 

To work and boil within, or muſic brought 
To charm the wretch ſtung by th' Italian * fly. 
Thus while the f fame of Jeſſe's Son reſounds 
A melancholy ſpirit preys on Saul. 

To ſuch the very thought of other's worth, 
Oft as returns the malign ghoſt, creates 
Endleſs miſtruſts ; who, while they ſeem t' approve 


The good deeds of their friends, invidious give 
Dark touches here and there, as ſmoke with fire 
Smoth'ring the brightneſs of th' aſcending flame. 
Pride like the devil, wears a ſerpent's form 
Cloath'd with a beauteous ſkin, but well conceals 
A poiſon- bleb beneath its arrowy tongue. 

95. Theſe evil eyes of jealouſy and fear 
The humble man puts out, or ſweetly caſts 
Into a fleep of reſt, by ſacred charm 
In heav'n's diſpenſatory long ſince taught 

3 


* The ſurprizing effects of muſic upon perſons ſtung 
by the Tarantula, are too well known to need a par- 
ticular deſcription, | 

1 Sam, xvui, 8, 9, 19, 


4+ * 
Res 2 


re 
* 


FS * - . 

= — 4 2 FFS nn et 2 — 

© Ot AO EA Rey; — — — — . — Fo 
= — 


ern, . 


. 
— cc ene, — ny 
2 ——ꝙ——ĩ ͥ́̃ 


* eee "erm Bs > 


—— — mn 
— 


18 SACRED POEMS. 


This the neꝰer- failing recipe divine, 

* A. ook on the things of others, not thine own,” 
But other guiſes buſy pride afſumes, 

A very Proteus, ah ! how oft diſguis'd! 

How lurks th' infidious foe in human breaſts ! 
How lov'd by mad'mankind th' infernal hag 


When tinſel'd o'er withfhews of honelly ! 
Or borrows it religion's comely veſt 


Ev'n ſaints themſelves are tempted to adore. 
Here true Humility inceſſant watch 

Keeps, as a centinel on duty plac'd, 

Still fearful of ſurprize.— Conſiſts this fin 

In high conceits of ſupernat'ral pow'rs? 

Of knowledge, gifts of utterance or pray'r, 

Nay of perfection while but dwarfs in grace, 
And ſecret joy at each advantage gain'd 

To ſhe the glitt'ring pearls, like + Judah's King 
When in the luxuries and high-fed ſmiles 


Of ſelf-congratulating praiſe, he ſet 


His riches and his treaſures forth to view 


Or gives it alms to be obſery'd of men, 
And then with contumelious cruelty 
Upbraids in private its own ſcurvy boons? 


Phil. ii. 4 1 2 Kiogs xx. 13. 
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Or likes it to depreciate its own worth 


By undervaluing terms of ſelf-diflike, 

That others commendations may repair 

The ſpecious damage, and with int'reft large 

As hop'd the lying varlet reimburſe? 

Humility denies not gifts receiv'd 

From her Lord's bounty; but {till bears in mind 
Her own demerits and unjuſt returns, 

« Vaunts not herſelf unſeemly,“ hence ſhe ſhuns 
But for neceſſity and other's aid 

Her comforts or her trials to rehearſe : 

Alike averſe to voluntary frauds 

And ſtrain'd devotions in will-worſtip ſeen, 

She burns no incenſe to her private drag 

By feign'd ſubmiſſions or ill-grac'd diſpraiſes , 


But when occaſions to relieve her Lord 


In his poor members in this wilderneſs 


Call forth her tender feelings into aft, 
Eager ſhe liſtens to the tale of woe; 
Nor, while her right-hand deals her bread around, 


As far from oſtentation as diſdain, 


* Suffers her left hand with felonious touch 
The pure diſintereſted deed to ſhare, 


Matt. vi. 3. 
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20 SACRED POEMS. 


Again does pride wearing an angel-face 

Love ſingularity, affect an air 

Of greater ſanctity in words and looks, 

And cry © Stand by, ye ſouls of humbler growth ?” 
Or is it wont to render its devotes 

Stiff and inflexible in their own ways, 

Like * Dromedaries or wild Aſſes bent 

Full on their headlong courſe? With nobler aims 
Heav'n-born Humility true ſaints inſpires. | 
Who, while in virtue's cauſe they ſtand unmoy'd, 
Unaw'd by threats, uninfluenc'd by rewards, 

+ All things become to all” without offence, 

To men's opinions proper def'rence pay, [ good.“ 
Their humours ſuit, and | pleaſe them for their 
Pridteſpeaks with bitterneſs of other's faults, 

Or with an air of laughter and contempt ; 

Humility with pity and concern : 

She nothing knows of clamour or of wrath, 

But makes man harmleſs as a little child, 


Or as a lamb in fraudleſs innocence. 


Pride notice takes of injuries receiv'd 
As of mere malice done, inſiſting ſtill 
On ev'ry aggravation with delight: 


fer. ii. 24. -f 1 Cor. ix. 22. + Rome Xv. 2. 
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She puts them up in filence, and improves 
Reflections and reproaches, as di ſpensꝰd 


By God's wiſe hand, for ſcrutiny and ſearch 


Whether juſt cauſe was giv'n, where none appears, 
For matter of forgiveneſs of her foe, 

Needing herſelf the clemency of heav'n. | 

But wholeſome cenſure ſaint-like pride inverts 
To make itſelf more confident in wrong, 


Self-harden'd, like the Oftrich *gainſt her young. 


Nay to the righteous Judge makes bold appeals 
As it were juſt and culprits all belide : _ ; 
Not fo Hume leb: Fler tender, meek, 

Cool and di ſpaſſionate, with ſelf-diſtruſt 

Waits, tries, conſults, and in the living ſenſe 

Of truth, maturely weigh'd full freedom finds. 
Laſtly does Hide“ Diotrephes his chair 

AﬀeR, and ſ lord it o'er God's heritage, 


| While learned Doctor or right Rev—d lays 


The ſervile world low - bending at its feet ? 

Humility the fulſome incenſe ſpurns, 

This her deviſe, with genuine wiſdom da; 

t THE CHIEF OF SINNERS AND | THE 
LEAST OF SAINTS.” | 


* 
3 John + 1 Pet. v. 3. t 1 Tims i 13. 
on || Eph. iii. 8. 
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{ 6. The lovely virtue to commend, eaforce 
Of no mean argument theſe motives ſound. 
But if or glory or repoſe you court 
I mean immortal, not of earthly make ; 
Humility's the boſom of pure reſt 
As love of ſweetneſs ; tis the grave of Chriſt 
Where angels at the head and feet are ſeen 
Strewing it o'er with fragrance. ?Tis the couch 
Where peace reclines her head. The humble man 
Is not to all more welcome than belov'd, 
The ſervant, friend, and patron of mankind. 
Thus by Humility a faint tranſcribes 
His Lord's bright pattern, gath'ling all in one. 
Sinks below others and o'ertops them all; 
* Then moſt exalted, when in duſt abas'd,” 
This is the ladder whoſe myſterious height 
| Rear'd by the bleſſed Babe of Bethlehem, 
1 Reaches, like Jacob's, quite from earth to 
heav'n. 


5 7. Seek you in fine admittance to obtain 
Before th' Almighty Father, who beſtows 


Matt. xxiii. 13. + Gen. xxviii. 18. 
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* Grace on the humble, and reſiſts the proud ? 
This heav'nataught counſel, but in terms conciſe 
| Mark, ponder, and with utmoſt zeal apply: 
q | Your outward man as an old garment wear 
Soon to be laid aſide; die in Chriſt's death, 
His life your life, his glory all your praiſe. 


James iv. 6. | 
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SSSHDH: DSS DDS 
SWEETNESS. | 


\ I. General 1 of Sweetneſs. & 2. Firſt rule, 
that it flow from divine charity or love. Several 
directions for the practice of this rule. \ $» 
Second rule, that it be accompanied with candour 
in judging of the faults of abſent perſons. d 4. 
Needful reſtrictions in ſpeaking of other's faults, 
confirmed by important maxims. \ 5. Third rule, 
that it be courteous and obliging to all, including 
openneſs, e and e 


. Sn there in ſweetneſs, above nature" 8 


| charins, 


Above earth's beggar'd beauties, ſomething great, 
| Bliſsful, angelic, taſting ſtrong of heay*n ? 
And burns th” ingenuous ardour of your breaſt, 
| Far as humanity admits, to prove 
| Its fragrant Eden of unſlain'd delights ? 
With niceſt diligence theſe rules obſerve. 
D | 


* 
* * 
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$ 2. Let charity her ſoft'ning influence ſhed 
Into the inmoſt of your mind and will, 
Transforming thus your human to divine ; 
This, like th' injected tree in * Marah's flood, 
Will heal the bitter waters of the ſoul, 
Sweet' ning the ſpring, whence ev'ry ſweetneſs lows, 
Your pattern is moſt glorious, Being's ſource ; 
Of ſweetneſs ſuper-eminently full, 
| Caſting his eyes, he caſts a beauty too, 
On whole creation; nought of all his works, 
As in himſelf beheld, but lovely ſhews ; 
So did the f altar ſanctify the gift, 
And thus the golden parent of the day 
Pours forth his riches of all-chearing light 
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On ev'ry object, and then ſmiles applauſe. 
Such as your thoughts of others, ſuch are you, 
The lib'ral man deviſeth lib'ral things.” 
Our contemplations born in fancy's womb, 
Midwiv'd by darkneſs, our complexions mark: 5 
The madman dreams of fire, ſo our own minds 
Stamp our impreſſions whether foul or fair 

Of human worth :—The painter, while he takes 


% Exod. XV, 23, 25. + Matt. XX 11h 19. 
[| Iſai, xxxit. 8, 
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Another's likeneſe, his own colours lays; 
When in your paſſive mind black lines you draw 
Upon tke portraitures of men or things, 

Your hearts the ink-pots are, there lies the blame, 
Would you preſerve your ſpirit ſweet and pure 
Midſt the contagious ſpread of mortal ills, 

As holy amulets theſe precepts uſe ; 

Abhor the pedant's frown, and critic's ſneer; 
Nor in your thoughts, like hangings in a room, 
Let men and actions be the wrong fide out. 

Fix not ill- natur'd on bright characters, 


Like thief on candle-ſnuff, t' obſcure their light; 


Put, as th' ingenuous fly, the luſtrous flame 

Circle about, though your own wings be burnt, 
Abſorb'd your glory in their brighter ſhine, 

We look on pictures in a point of view 

Objected to the light, elſe we perceive 

Nought but an heap of undiſtinguiſh'd ſhades ; 

The bleſſed God beholds us as array d 1 

In his Son's lovely robe, and ſhining fair 

With borrow'd beams ; elle loathſome and deform'd 


Who might ſo GREAT A PRESENCE meet and 


So look on men, and ſweet be ſweeter {till. live ? 
On each event the beſt conſtruction put; 


D 2 
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Thus “ Jonathan his David's abſence ſalves 
To his ſtern fire : be thou a Jonathan 
To ev'ry creature: let a conſtant + taſte 

Of honey on thy palate ope thy eyes 

To hidden beauties whereſoe'er they gaze : 
Think in the fouleſt acts there may be found 
Some ſecret palliative to leſſen guilt ; 

Where ev'ry circumſtance forbids, {till hope 
There may be ſomewhat in the heart conceal'd 
To mitigate and ſoften : || nothing judge 
Till the Lord come, he will decide all fates. 
Weigh down the evil with th* oppoſing good, 
And as in weighing gold, th' allowance put 
In the gold-ſcale ; ſo did th' Apoſtle vote, 
When in the exerciſe of th? holy keys 

Th' inceſtuous q member it behov'd t' exſcind 
From the pure fellowſhip of living ſaints, 
Let the fleſh periſh and the ſpirit be ſav d. „ 
Some fiſh rank poiſon in one part contain, 
Another part the choiceſt antidote; 

Seeſt thou a flaw, ſee there a beauty too, 
Both temp'ring to a concord in thy mind. 


* 1 Sam. xx. 28. + 1 Sam. xiv. 27> 
Ui Cor, iv. 5. 91 Cor. v. 8. 
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Frequent reflections entertain at home. 
Among the blind the one-cy'd may be king: 
The moſt deform'd may be a * prieſt to thee, 
+ © Thyſelf conſidering be meek to all.” 
Oft as offenders or offences paſs 
Before thy mind for trial or award, 
Think how ungrateful, proud, malicious, falſe, 
Thou haſt been, art, or may, hereafter prove; 
*T'will make thee gentle, affable and kind. 
In all miſhaps, difaſters, and affronts, 
The Almighty's counſels reverently own ; 
Thus did meek || Ifrael's King when Shimei cuts'd, 
Not that HE inſtigates poor man to il, 
Or ought that he has form'd; (which, to think 
Were boldeft blaſphemy ;) but wi 11 governs 
With ſov'reign freedom all events below 
In due ſubſervience to his love's deſign, 
THE BAD TO MEND, AND BETTER 

MARKE THE GOOD. 

D 3 


* Alluding to the Levitical ordinance, © That all of 
Aaron's ſeed, who approached God's altar, ſhould be 
without blemiſh,”” Lev. xxi. 17. 


1 Gal. vi. 1. 2 Sim. xvi; 40, £1. 
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See then thy God in whatſoe'cr his hand 

Permits of human or infernal hate 

T” improve thy virtue, and purge out thy droſs, 
This is the honey will extract the ſting. 

This the long-fabled None turns all to gold. 

Thus ſweeten'd was the ſpeech of Jacob's ſon 
Towards his brethren, when their fears to vanquiſh 
* Evil ye thought, he cried, but our wile God 

« Meant it for good, to ſave from fainine's maw 
« You and your houſholds, as is ſeen this day.“ 


$ g. In company and converſe with the world 
Deal gently with the abſent ; candour here 
Daughter of heav'nly ſweetneſs, born on earth, 
In kindneſs to the brotherhood of man 
Offers her friendly hints : where truth allows 
Speak hon'rably of all; before the throne 
The Saviour nothing ſpeaks of you but good, 
Engaging all his int'reſt in your cauſe, 
Ev'n while che tempter would implead you there. 
Do ſo with others in like caſe, your tongue 
Their ready orator gainſt envy's ſhafts. 


1 Gen, Il. 20. 
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*Tis ſweet to be in company with men 

As in its hive the bee, that honey makes 

Of whatſoe'er it cull'd from weed or flow'r. 
If nothing good preſent, ſtrict ſilence keep: 
In compoſition tis the poet's rule 

T' omit the parts he cannot * lovely make: 
Here imitate the Godhead, whoſe full orb 
Takes the perfections of all creatures in 
Bating their imperfections : ' clothe your ſpeech 
With this rich piece of ornament divine: 

+ * Love knows to hide the multitude of fins.” 


& 4. Reports on bare conjecture take not up, 
Nor cred'lous ſpread, leſt to gigantic lies 
They ſwell, like ſnow-balls gath'ring as they roll, 
But if on others failings you deſcant, 
Let theſe reſtrictions all your words controul : 
Open the grave of none but to procure 
His reſurrection, nor his ſhame expoſe 
But as the way t' exalt him to renown. 
Again the bleeding viper you may mangle 
To make a medicine for living men; 


* « quæ niteſcere nolunt,” Hor, + 1 Pet, iv. 8. 


A man's miſtakes may lawfully be told 


When on this cloud with admiration due 


The following maxims ſcan with ſteady eye. 
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When it may prove of ſervice to prevent 
The juſt from erring, or delinquents cure. 
Laſtly, *tis good and warrantable held 

To raiſe a cloud on man from his own ſink, 
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The glory of the Higheſt ſhines diſplay'd. 

But when you touch another's wound or ſore, 
Feed not a waſpiſh humour, nor delight 

T” inflame the wound, but like a ſurgeon kind 
Probe, ſupple, and your dreſſings neat apply 
With ſilver inſtrument and lady's hand. 

For confirmation of the truths advanc'd 


Of ev'ry kind of murder 'tis the worſt 

To ſlander others, ſince with ruthleſs ſpite 
God's image it defaces, not unlike 

What is perform'd 1n hell, a living death : 

It leaves a man his being, but deſpoils 

Of his true glory, all his ſhame to bear. 
What baſer action than to come behind 

And ſtrike one unſuſpecting in the dark? 
How arm'd the ſacred mandate from on high! 
* « Apainſt the deaf thou ſhalt not evil ſpeak, 


Lev. xix. 14. 
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© Nor lay a ſtumbling- block before the blind, 


« But thou ſhalt fear my God. I AM THE 


LORD.” 


| Theabſent man is deaf and blind at once, 


But the Lord ſees and hears ; he ſtands engag'd 
Things done in ſecret to revenge, reward, 
According to their nature good or ill: 

To ſuccour thoſe who cannot aid themſelves 
His dear peculiar attribute confeſt. 

No acts of kindnels e'er oblige like thoſe 


Done in man's abſence : theſe live-honey are, 


And nat'ral ſweetneſs without force or art. 


This copy of philanthropy divine 

No other recompence expects or aſks 

Than its own bleſſing. Let man underſtand 

That you've traduc'd him once behind his back, 
He's your {worn foe ; but let it reach his ear 

That you commend him, he's your friend for ever, 


§ 5. Fail not by winning manners to oblige 
Be gerirous, tender, amiable to all. 
Wear not one hour diſſimulation's maſk, 
Unſkill'd to ſave appearances in ill, 
Truth and ſimplicity your living law. 
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Suſpect not others, nor give others cauſe 

You to ſuſpect. The ſcorner from his chair 

„ Speaks with his eyes and feet.” —The king of 
beaſts | 

As no deceit he fears, ſo none employs ; 

He never caſts f a fide look. — Be humane, 


Your nature's roughneſſes all level'd down 

To Chriſtian courteſy, not leſs remote 

From ſtudied ſmoothneſs than from ruſtic grin. 
Fall not on others like a ſtorm of hail, 

But as the gentle dew on tender herb. 

Break not but rather melt yourſelf away 
Into men's hearts. || Be ever ſwift to hear,“ 
Eaſy to be entreated : anſwers ſoft 

Return to all, but moſt to troubled ſouls. 

Men hold in converſe as a haven ſhips. 
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Another's paſſion or tumultuous jar =_ 
Break on your breaſt as hardeſt flints on down. | 
Laſtly in all your intercourſe with men 4 
Be poliſh'd, like a diamond cut and fer 1 
For uſe, where ev'ry point its luſtre darts. ; 
Prov. vi. 13. 7 


+} Nunquam intueter limis oculis. 


Jam. 1. 19, 
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In the Divinity grace radiant ſhines 
The ſplendor of his preſence ; peace reſults 


Intides of boundleſs overflowing joys : 


Peace, ſweeteſt temper, to whoſe gentle ſway 

Grace tunes our intellects, and warms our hearts. 

Hail, heav'n-born twins! Divineſt grace and 
peace! 
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* DS DS SÞDoſe | 


LO VE | 


\ 1. The manifeſtations of Love are two, Defire and 
Delight. & 2, Firſt manifeſtation in Deſire. 
§ 9. Two rules for Love's Defires e firſt, that they | 
be operative, and ſecondly, excluſive of contrary 
paſſions, envy, covetouſneſs, revenge, and wrath, 

\ 4. Second manifeſtation of Lovein Delight. & 5. 
Love's original and operations with directions | 
for the exerciſe of Love to others, 


51. Nor thy eſſential form or fontal ſource 
In Godhead's deep abyſs, do I preſume, 
Celeſtial Love, to {ing ; but thy ſweet ſtreams 
Iſfuing in double channels through the heart, 
And there by mortals term'd, deſire, delight. 


& 2. Deſires for others good are Love's firſt buds, 


Its early bloſſoms, and ſpring-beauties fair. 
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The ſluggiſh earth by gravity's ſtrong law 

All to itſelf attrafts ;—a ſaint imparts 

Heav'n's rich benePcence on his own head pour'd, 
Amply diffuſive through his ſocial ſphere. 

A faints' ® *a burning and a ſhining light:“ 

A light that meets all eyes, a burning lamp 

That gladly waſtes itſelf, while radiance mild 

To others it tranſmits ; a ſhining orb 

Or flowing glory, kindled at the ſkies ; 

Under whoſe aſpect pure, and glad'ning beam 
All things ſhould ſmile content, and ſportive play, 
Seek you the quinteſſence of good below ? 

This ſacred leſſon to perfection learn; 

+ % Tis happier far to give than to receive,” 
The ſun's the ſeat of all ſupernal ligbt, 

Its ſource to all beneath: into the ſea 

All rivers run, and thence in vapours riſe 

Up to mid-air condenſing, ſoon to fall 
Diſſolv'd in rain, and fertilize the ground. 

The double myR'ry in Immanuel view: 
Fountain of light and life, whoſe golden wings 
Healing and happineſs wide-ſcattring ſhed : 


John v. 35. f Acts xx. 35. 
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Vaſt ſea of bliſs, whoſe exhalations form 

Thoſe little clouds, his ſaints and miniſters, 

Who, while they ſtretch themſelves o'er all th? 
horizon | "Ls | 

Deſcend in ſhow'rs of bleſſing on mankind, 

Is pleaſure virtue's ſhadow ? rather ſay 

Shadow of pleaſure 1s celeſtial Love; 

* « GOD IS ALL LOVE BECAUSE FOR 

EER BLEST.” 

Love while in exerciſe and outward act 


Goes forth in its exultingneſs of triumph: 
Tiis as the melting of the precious ore 
C.uauſing the heart to run abroad, and tinge. 


All things around it with a golden hue. 


& g. For Love's deſires theſe rules be duly priz'd d: 
Let them be operative, Love muſt have 
A hand as well as heart, a ſabbath's reſt 
And fix days labour both conjoin'd in one, 
Still bleſt in bleſſing, while to all it owes 
A debt of Duty, Thankfulneſs, and Love. 
E 2 


* 1 John iv. 8. 
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A debt of Duty, —what has been receiv'd 
Upon condition to reſtore at will, 
Or what is worſe, without conſent obtain'd 
By fraud or force; all that is juſtly due 
By light of nature: who negleQts to pay 

This debt to th' utmoſt of his worldly gains, 
Is ſelf-condemn'd, and his own judgment bears. 
But duteous Love all nat'ral rights tranſcends ; 
As ſome choice ſhrub diſmantled by the wind 
Of many a tender branch, ſhoots forth afreſh 
Its verdant growth; ſo this fair evergreen, 
Planted by God's own hand in human breaſts, 
One only nature knows, its fruit to yield 
Spontaneous, amid} fummer's ſcorching heats, 
As in rough winter's chilling blaſts and cold, 
And ſhed celeſtial fragrance all the year. 
There is a debt of Thankfulneſs in Love ; 
Our mother earth oft as ſhe opes her lap 
To drink the balmy dews and folar fires, 
Returns her rich increaſe ; and ſhall one plant 
A vineyard in thy breaſt, nor taſte the wine ? 
A debt of Love you owe to all the race; 
You owe your wiſdom to contrive their bliſs, 
Your pow'r and influence to inſure it theirs, 


| SACRED POEMS. 41 
| The little bees out of their bowels form | 
B A curious veſſel of ſalubrious uſe Idrones, 


And dropping ſweetneſs: ſhould you live like 
Stealing from others, and no honey make ? 
- | | How much more glorious out of our own minds 
To mould a frame of happineſs for all, 
| And then repleniſh it with ſtore of ſweets. 
j Your Love's deſires ſhould be excluſive too. 
As bonefires clear the air, ſo love the ſoul 
Of noxious humours : paſſion's ſwarthy brood 
Of envy, avarice, revenge, and wrath, 
Were never hatch'd in Love's ſoft downy neſt, 
Mlalicious envy makes the ſpirit burn 
| Sickly and blue, like dying lamps at fight 
Of ſmiling Phœbus kindling up the day; 
: Such the ſad proſpect of another's joy: 
| Lovecalls another's joys and griefs her own. 
| The miſer's foul reſembles rocks that breed 
f Gold in their boſom, but without all waſte': 
| A loving heart an inward treaſure bears 
Of precious ſeeds, and in their ſeaſon yields 
A rich profuſion of fair fruits and flow'rs. 
Revenge, ſtern tyrant and of tyger- mien, 
E 3 
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Lays its poor vaſſal, like a red-hot coal 


Full in hell-fire, conſuming in the dark: 


Love is a fire of juniper that burns 

Ardent and ſweet, aſcending to the ſkies, 
Anger and wrath their helb{h ſparks emit 
From the volcano of a graceleſs heart, 

A thouſand dangers carrying where they fly, 
Pleaſure or profit none—All beams is love. 
But can they envy bear, who all poſſeſs ? 
Shall paſſions ſparkle in the ſouls on whom 
Ten thouſand ſweetneſfes inceſſant rain ? 


What object for revenge can Chriſtians find, 


Who know that * all things to their good concur, 


And their bliſs haſten? Can they Mammon gripe 


Whoſe all-ſufficiency Jehovah is ? 


*Tis wretchedneſs alas | makes malcontents, 


And emptineſs perchance may gluttons breed; 
But ſaints nor miſery nor leanneſs know, 


While their kind Lord fills them full cups of joy. 


§ 4. Love's ſecond capital and cordial ad 
Is to delight in others as ourſclyes, 


ue Rom, viii. 28. 
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Love of benevolence their welfare ſeeks, 
Love of complacency takes pleaſure in them. 
In the ſaint's eye no creature is deſpis'd: 


* God is the maker of the rich and poor.“ 


Are we well pleas'd to view a Lazarus 

Cover'd with ulcers, on a tablet drawn 

By ſkilful hand? The wretch the moſt deform'd 
That earth e'er bore, or piteous heav'n beheld, 

Is a piece limn'd by the great painter God. 


& 5. Behold we now Love's origin and plan. 
Its high original the goſpel ſhews : 


+ WITH ALL THY HEART AND SOUL 


THY MAKER LOVE, 

THY NEIGHBOUR AS THYSELF.” Does 
this ſeem ſtrange, 

Love to ourſelves ſhould its true 3 be 

To other men, while in the ſacred code 

Self- love no duty is, or leaſt command ? 

The explanation mark ;—Self-love appears 

Wrote on the bowels of our love to God. 

We love ourſelves, when to the Great Supreme 


Our all we ſacrifice without re ſerve, 


Prov. Xxii. 2. 1 Matt, xxii. 37. 
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A whole burnt-off ring on his altar laid: 
This 1s to love ourſelves, as reaſon bids, 

In him and for him ; and thus taught aright 
We love our neighbour as our ſecond ſelves. 
On this foundation ſtands Love's temple ſure; 


Its plan and ſculptor'd gravings next ſurvey. 


Study t advance the glory of thy Lord 


In others as thyſelf: delight, rejoice 
In all appearances thereof on earth, 


Agents or inſtruments be who they will. 
Direct thy Love in meaſure and degree 
As God his diſpenſations, varying oft 
For his own glory and his people's good. 
What is herein of practical import 

In theſe particulars unfolded lies; 

Have perfect love and charity for all, 

As God hath perfect glory for the end 
Of each deſign his wiſdom undertakes. 


Proportion the outgoings of thy love 
. To each diſplay of glory: ev'ry glimpſe 
Of excellency anſwer with a glance 


Of thy affection; where moſt worth appears, 
There beſt and readieſt entertainment give, 
As nat*ral glory in the moral world 

Image and outſide of true glory is, 
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Meet it with ſweetneſs, not in ſhew but truth. 
Where vice ſtalks forth and enmity 'gainſt God, 
Equal ſeverity muſt arm your looks; a 
Only be careful your behaviour prove 

Love to the perſon makes you hate his ſin. 

So with the picture of a friend, the more 

Tis lik'd, the more diſpleaſure we conceive 
*Gainft the rude hand that marrs it. —Love's reproof 
Is oft a painful but a wholeſome purge. 

As God his glory ſtill preſerves entire 

Upon thy perſon under all his ſtrokes 

On thy old-man ; ſo do thou feaſt thyſelf 

On an untroubled calmnefs ev'n in frowns. 

But in your interviews with living ſaints 

Let your mind's ſweetneſs have its operation 
Upon your ev'ry geſture, word, and look: 

Thus from the hand of our great Friend above 
Our common mercies to Love-tokens turn. 

For final rule (and *tis no trivial point) 

As God his glory with dark clouds conceals, 
Seen but in miſt or myſtery below ; _ 

So let your Love its veils and vizards wear, 
The root and nature without change the ſame: 
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And therein propoſed to the 


IMITATION or CHRISTIANS, 


4 * 
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\ Y HERE is ſelf-glorying ? Tis excluded quite 
Out of the univerſe of perfect ſpirits 
Who the great God adore ; nor but in hell 
j Or in this Bedlam-world, (where tyrant-pride, 
Satan's firſt-born, maintains in human breaſts 
Deſpotic ſway) recogniz'd and careſs'd, 
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j Avaunt, profane, with thy officious ſmiles, 

| Nor dare to breathe upon my hallow'd {train 
| One pois'nous breath ; left, while I dedicate 
. My humble ſong to my Redeemer's fame, 
| | | Thou ſnatch unſcen the ſacrilegious praiſe, 
| 

' 


Being of beings, Cauſe of all that is 

Or wiſe, or juſt, or-amiable, or true ; 

What are created excellencies, ev'n - 
Powꝰ'rs moſt exalted, that on ventrous wing 
Climb near thy throne, but emanations pure 

Of thy eſſential Godhead ? Lights which ſhine | 
| But by reflection from thy fontal fires ? 

What then am I, a feehbte.- worm of carth, ö 
Nothing of good, and compound of all ills, 0 
That to myſelf I ſhould preſume to take 5 
One ſmalleſt particle of ſelf-applauſe ? 
Forgive me, gracious Father, oh ! forgive 
Paſt uſurpations on the ſacred rights 
* Of thy Divinity, nor from this hour 

Let me one moment rob thee of thy own, 
It ; Thy ſervant and thy ſacrifice to death. 
| Sure *tis enough, and (if allow'd the term) 
More than enough, that in my narrow ſphere 
I nought poſſeſs, but as deriv'd from thee, 
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To keep me in the duſt, confounded, loſt, 

Humbled, anihilated, and abſorb'd 

In the abyſs of my own nothingneſs.— 

Were I arreſted with this chain of thought, 

That to thy mere. benignity I owe 

EZ This moving body, and this conſcious ſoul, 

Strange natures in one perſon ſtrangely Join'd, 

By combination of myſterious laws 

Allied (as cent'ring oppoſite extremes) 

At once to upper and to nether worlds. 

That to my life thy bounteous Providence 

Gives all that makes it worthy of the name, 

Health, friends, and (not the leaſt indulgence 
deem'd) 

The exerciſe of reaſon unimpair'd, 

With peace the guardian of each ſocial tie, 

And hope the nurſe of infinite defire ; 

But chiefly that thy rich abounding grace 

Hath granted abſolution full and free 

(If thy ſweet ſmiles authenticate the claim) 

From fins of crimſon-hue ; ill-boding fears 

Huſh'd into calm; ; unruly paſſions tun'd 

To harmony, and waken'd in my breaſt 

Each ſenſibility of heav'nly bliſs ; 
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Earneſt of that which from the fountain-head 
* O'ei flows, to glad the city of the ſaints 

In ſtreams exub'rant of perennial joy. 
Were I to dwell on theſe momentous truths, 
It could not fail to ſilence ev'ry plea 

Of ſclf-1mportance, and diſlodge my hold 
On a frail arm of fleſh : while thence reſults 
Ample occaſion of devouteſt praiſe, 

And admiration of thy wondrous love. 

Or if the contemplation ] purſue 

Through the wide rage of ſyſtems, and compare 
This ſpeck of earth with thoſe ſtupendous orbs, 
Floating in Æther, quick my raptur'd mind 


Exclaims in mingled wonder and delight 


+ « Lord what is man?“ - but when from thence 
1 turn . 

Downward mine eye on this minuter moat 

Or atom call'd myſelf, I ſcarce believe 

That I exiſt; ! ſhrink, I reel aghaſt 

At my oun being. — Till new objects riſe 

In proſpect, and inſtruct me who I am 

My native turpitude, my actual crimes, 

Baſe infidelities and foul revolts 


+ Pfalm who 4 1 Pſalm viii. 4. 
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Swelling aloft in aggravated heights 

Of mountainous ingratitude to heav'n, 

Ev*n ſince thy mercy to my heart reveal'd, 
Loudly proclaim my ſhame, and but for terms 
Of amneſty to flagrant rebels ſworn, 

But for the mighty Advocate on high, 
Would wheha me ſpeechleſs in the fiery gulph : 
f And want J matter of unfeigne grief 

Or deep humiliation all my days 

EZ To baffle and confront my ev*ry boaſt ? 

Ah no !—Vain pride, well do Inow perceive 

8 Thou art all o'er a lie, ſince thou impugnſt 
The incommunicable attribute, CL 

The ſov'reign glory of the Great Supreme. 


Humility, where art thou? in what ſchool 
Learn we thy wholeſome leſſons? or in whom 
See we exemplify'd thy image fair ? 

Of ſuch tranſcendent dignity and worth, 
Of ſuch neceſſity to human weal 
Wert thou eſteem'd in council of the ſkies, 
What time th' eternal Father of his love 
Decreed to remedy the dire effects 
Of the old Serpent's deadly fling infix'd 
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In the firſt pair, that his own fav'rite Son 

Ador'd of angels, muſt ſtoop down abas'd 

Strange metamorphoſis ! from his high throne 

To our low earth, to teach thee to the world. 

Nay as it little were, or favour ſmall 

Towards our hapleſs ruin'd race, to leave 

His Father's boſom, and co-equal bliſs ; 

In what ſtrange guiſe, in what inglorious form 

Of meanneſs and obſcurity array'd | 

Appears th” auguſt Meſſiah, when he makes 

His earlieſt entrance on our earthly ſtage, 

A* ſtable and a manger all his court 

Haſte then, my ſoul, if wiſdom's precious lore 
Thou covet, or the richer prize wouldſt win 

Of true Humility ; + he to BethVem haſte 

With the poor ſhepherds ; with the Magi fam'd 

Led by a brighter ſtar, thy homage pay 

To th' Infant King: in alms thy gold prepare, 

In frankincenſe thy pray'rs, nor laſt thy myrrh 

In acts of {ſweet ſeverity expreſs'd. 


Hail! Man of ſorrows, whither doſt thou lead ? 
To what unknown and unfrequented paths 


* Luke ii. 7. + Luke 11 1 5. ＋ Matt. ii. 2, 9, 11. 
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Of poverty, of exile, of diſgrace, 
And multifarious ſcenes of human woe ? 
In all thy lowlineſs conſpicuous ſhines, 
As a fairlily in the dreary vale 


j With thorns and wild-briars all imbowr'd around. 


Why did thou chuſe a ſuff*ring life below, 
And as a giant run the toilſome courſe ? 
Why undergo ev'n in thy tend'reſt age 

The * circumciſing knife, that bloody rite ? 
Why into + Egypt fly? or thence repair 
To humble ? Naz'reth to obſcure thy fame 


[ Obſequious to thy parents? and be ſtil'd 


Son of the Carpenter for thrice ten years ? 

Why into Jordan's hallow'd flood deſcend 
Under a mortal hand, thou, ſpotleſs LAMB, 
Who hadſt no ſtains to waſh ? Enough for him 
(Whom more than prophet, and of woman born 
The greateſt, thy pure lips have camnoniz'd) 

To be baptiz'd of thee, or lowly bend 

But to untie the latchet of thy ſhoes, 

| F 3 


* Luke ii. 21, 27. Matt. ii. 13. f Luke ii. 51. 


Matt. iii. 13, 14. John 1. 27. Matt. xi: 9, 11. 
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Why was my Saviour to the“ deſart led, 
With hoſtile pow'rs of darkneſs to engage 


And the rude brunt endure ? or if we trace 


- The various paths his humble footſteps trod 


During his pilgrimage in mortal toils, 


In what firange depths of infamy and pain 


Shall we not view him plong'd ” now parch'd 
with thirſt 

Meas'ring his weary ſteps to + Jacob's well, 

Earth's ſmalleſt boon there meekly to implore 

Of a poor woman; Now f all night in pray'r 


Amid the lonelineſs of rocks and waſtes, 


The Friend and Interceſſor of mankind. 

So true his on pathetic monody, 

ö Foxes have holes, and birds of air their neſts, 
Rut no retreat the Son of man can boaſt 

«© Where to repoſe his head.” But who is this 
In lowly poſture and in ſervant's form 
Stooping to & waſh his poor diſciples feet? 

*Tis the great Lord of glory, Prince of Life, 
Eternal LOGOS, whoſe example bright 

Is the beſt comment on his own pure law. 


Matt. iv. 1. + John ive 6. f Luke vis 12, 
| Luke ix. 58. 5 John xiii, 5. 
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* « Ye mortals, learn of me, and bear my yoke, - . 
„For I am meek and low ly; here true reſt 

& And folid peace, ſuch as the world in vain 

Offers its vot'ries, ſhall reward your choice,” 

Fraught with this heav/nly wiſdom he diſdains 

The glitt'ring bauble of an earthly f crown 

The troops deſign'd him, and in haſte withdraws, 

As ſoon to wear one of an humbler make ; 


Or if + Hoſannahs unto David's Son 


Burſt for a moment from th' enraptur'd throng, 
His recent laurels ſee bedew'd with || tears 

Of yearning pity for his country's doom, 

But moſt, ingrate Jeruſalem, for thine 

So ſhort the ſunſhine of his ſpringing joy. 

Doth this amaze you, and your reaſon poſe ? 
*T1s but the prelude of a lowlier ſcene, 

Would you like Thomas, with your Saviour go 
To death's dark ſhade ? or his companions be 
With the ſele& Apoſtles call'd apart 1 

Ev'n to his lateſt hour? ſad hour which broke 


* Matt xi. 29, 30» John vi. 15. 
＋ Matt. xxi. 9. Luke xix. 38. 

| Luke xix. 41. 5 John xi. 16. 

1 Matt, xxvi. 37, 38. 
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In tenfold vengeance on his (a) guiltleſs head? 
Behold him in the garden, when withtears 
And d is great Soul agoniz'd, 

Treading the wine-preſs of his Father's wrath ; 
While down his ſacred body to the ground 
Trickled in copious ſtreams a bloody ſhow'r, 


And to his ſuccour ſwift an * Angel flew. 


1 Traitor “ do quickly what thou haſt deſign'd 
Of blackeſt perfidy, egg'd deſp'rate on 
By the arch-fiend; and thou, t Diſciple bold, 
4 Put up thy ſword :% the cock will not crow twice 
« Ere” thou haſt thrice denied thy deareſt Lord.“ 
J Abandon'd by the reſt, (though lately pledg'd, 
With proteſtations full of burning zeal | 
Their loyalty to death ;) now view him hal'd, 
Like a poor victim from the fleecy ſtall 
Innocuous to the deſtin'd ſlaughter led, 


(a) Guiltleſs in himſelf, though charged with the in- 
numerable ſins of his guilty creatures. 

* Luke xxii. 43. + John xiii. 37. 

} John xvii. 11. 5 Mark xiv, 72. 

1 Matt, xxvi. 56. || Ifai, lit. 7, 


ice 


in- 


SACRED POEMS, 57 


To take his trial, rather to receive ; 

His condemnation, though exempt from blame, 
And in his Judge's conſcience unimpeach'd. 

* Behold the Man,” he cries ; my ſoul, behold 
The Man, the God, (if pity's ſofteſt look, 
Of ſympathetic tenderneſs and grief 

Can bear the fight) in + ſcarlet-robe array'd, 

A recd his ſceptre, and his crown of thorns, 
Opprobrious enſizns of mock-royalty ! 

While the g rude populace with fury drunk, 
Like bulls of Baſhan, cloſe beſet him round, 

Or fierceſt hell-hounds, ready to devour, 

Ah! bleeding Love ! what didſt thou notendure 


» 


Of mortal ſmart, of ills on ills heap'd up 


Immeaſurable, when throughout one wound 
And cover'd with ten thouſand obloquies, 


They led thee fainting through, the dol'rous way 


Towards the fatal ſpot ? Say, weeping friends, 


8 Daughters of Solyma, what horrors thrill'd 


Through all your vitals, when you heard him groan 
Beneath the pond'rous load: and thou too, ſay, 


John xix. 3. John xix. 2. 
} Matt. xxvii. 31. Pſalm xxii. 12. 
6 Luke xxiii. 27. 28. 
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Fam'd 7a) Golgotha, of inauſpicious name, 


(For thou waſt witneſs of the direful deed) 
How greatly humbled was the Source of bliſs, 


' When on thy brow, transfix'd on yonder croſs 


Between * two thieves, (ill- ſorted company) 

In tort' ring attitude of pain extreme 

He cried, I thirſt;ꝰ and for a ſeaſon prov'd 
t Awful ſuſpenſion of celeſtial ſmiles: 

Till having drank the lateſt & cup of woe, 

Far worſe than that of || vinegar, or wine 
Mingled with myrrh, or our earth's bitt'reſt purge ; 
And to his I Father his pure ſpirit reſign'd 
With ardent interceſhon for his foes, 

He meekly ** bow'd his ſacred head, and died. 
This was wee the theatre of old ordain'd 


For his laſt paſſion, this the altar choſe 


The facrifice to finiſh : greater depths 
Ofignnminy, ſhame and foul diſgrace 
Humility itſelf could not explore. 


? 
— 


(a) Golgotha, the place of a ſkull. Matt. xxvii. 93. 


Luke xxiii. 33. t John xix. 28. 

| 4 Matt. xxvii. 46. § John xvii. 11. 
Matt. xxvii. 48. Mark xv. 2g. 
1 Luke xxiii, 46, 34. John xix. 30. 
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Here flop, my ſoul, in fixt amazement ſtop, 
And bumbly aſk (if the enquiry bold 
May be indulg'd to ſuch a worm as me) 
Why did the mighty Monarch of the ſkies 
* (If love muſt needs compel him to attempt 
© The reſtoration of our ſhatter'd ſyſtem) 
© Inſhrine his Godhead with the humble veil 
Of our frail manhood ? why to glory wade 
F « Through floods of tribulation and diſtreſs, 
Or rather ſeas of mingled blood and fire? 
Could not his Arm omnipotent have ſnatch'd 
Millions of wretches from the cruel paw 
* Of the devouring lion ? Could not Love, 
«Fertile in arts and methods of relief, 
Have found expedients to reverſe the ills 
© Man's diſobedience had ſcatter'd wide 
Over our globe, at leſs expence atchiev'd 
Than that of blood of God's dear Son paid down 
© In ranſom of the deadly forfeiture ? 
© Or could he not at once with eaſe have driv'n 
Out of our world fin and its puniſhment, _ 
Both cauſe and conſequence, both guilt and pain ? 


Reaſon, forbear thy plea, nor madly dare, 
I' arraign the laws and attributes divine. 
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Think not, alas! with thy contracted line 

To fathom depths unſounded yet by thought 
Of higheſt Cherub in the blaze of day. 

But rather judge how deſperate the caſe 

Of Adam and his offspring, when ſuch means 
Of inexpreſſible myſteriouſneſs 

*Behov'd to be employ'd, and nothing leſs 
Than the amazing proceſs ofa God, 


EASY . 
SR TEM 1 5 g HY \ 
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Humbled, abas'd, expiring on the croſs, 

Could + ſlay the enmity *twixt earth and heav'n. 
But 'twas not barely to diſcharge the debt 

Of an inſolvent world, and to appeaſe | 

The anger of the ſkies, that our great Surety 
(Prieſt, Altar, Victim, all at once confeſt) 
Suffer'd without the gate; ſtrange ſpectacle 

To gods and men! Twas to become the head 
And pattern of his num'rous progeny 

In myſtic nearneſs of relation dear, | 
& © Bone of his bones, fleſh of his fleſh deriv'd.“ 
This the great purpoſe of the ſacred Trine, 

Ere. earth from chaos into order roſe, 


> John xi. 30, g1, 32. Luke xxiv. 46. 
+ Eph. ii. 16. { Eph, v. go. compared with 
Gen. ii. 23. 
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Or ſung the Morning-ftars creation's birth, 


That HE, the * Firft-born of his royal feed, 


Should in due time conform them to his death 
And reſurrection, and thus remſiamp 

His own full image on their ſouls for ever. 
See then, whoe'er thou art, that bear'ſt the name 


And character of Chriſtian, to what height 


Of ſacred dignity and true renown 

Thou ſtand'ſt exalted, not in plumes to ſhine, 
Or in the fool's coat of this bad world's faſhions ; 
« But to + deny thyſelf, and bear-the crofs 


After thy Saviour:“ This thy dowry fair 


When he eſpous'd thee for his faithful bride, 

+ « Reproach and perſecutions for his ſake.” 

If thou indeed wouldſt honour his deſign 

In condeſcending to come down to earth, 

And mark thy path through ſuff'rings to a crown, 
Follow thy bleſſed Lord in all his Rates, 

His life thy life, bis ev'ry act thy own, 

Far as weak human frailty gives thee leave: 


G 


* Rom. vii. 29. Heb. ii. 10, 11; 


T Matt. xvi. 24. J 2 Tim. iii. 12. Mark x, go, 
Luke xxit, 28. T4 E 
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Nor ever think thou hoſt to purpoſe learn'd 
The ſacred myſt'ry of the holy croſs, 

Till all inflam'd to ſuffer with thy God 

In felf-denial be thy daily joy. 


Nature pays dear the precious pearl to buy, 
But the vaſt gain o'erballances the price: 
Saints who this ſweetneſs reliſh, daily mount 
On the rude croſs, as on a tree of life, 


And gather fruits of Paradiſe below. 


Teach me, my Lord, this leſſon, teach my heart 
More than my head, what meant that viſage * marr'd 
Above the ſons of men, that furrow'd back, 
Thoſe laccrated temples, and thoſe f cries 
Which to the center ſhook the earth's ſtrong baſe, 
Turn'd the ſun pale, and rocks and graves uptore. 
The pierced fide of Jeſus on the tree 

Is as a ſacred mouth, from whence his heart 
Speaks more divinely in dumb eloquence 

To ſimple fouls obedient to his calls, 

Than human and angelic tongues conjoin'd. 


* Ifai, In. 14. Matt. xxvii. 50, 51, 52, 45s 
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After this inſtance of Incarnate Love 
Deep-humbled from the manger to the grave, 
*Twere quite ſuperfluous new proofs t' adduce . 

Of God's diſpleaſure at the monſter ſin, | 
And his firm purpoſe under heav*n's broad-ſeal 
* « To ſtain the pride of human excellence.” 
Elſe we might ſhew you Babylon's proud T King 
Sunk to a level with the brutal herds, f 
And thus by righteous chaſtiſement convinc'd 
That the Moſt High his ſov'reign will performs, 
As in the armies of th* /Etherial plains, 
So in our earth's domains: —or his proud ſon 
„High fluſh'd e'er- while with inſolence and wine, 
} Struck with the dreadful mandate on the wall, 
And trembling o'er the precipice of hell.— 
Nor art thou leaſt diſtinguiſh'd in the line 
Of our world's haughty potentates abas'd, 
Egyptian Monarch, when thy daring brow 
Iigh.lifted in contempt of Irae''s God 

8 


V Tfai. xxiii. 9. + Dan. iv. 33, 34, 33. 
} Dan v. 5, 6. 6 Exod. xiv. 
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O'erwhelm'd thee proſtrate in the (a) Memphian 
Wave. 

Nor laſtly thou, vain * Galilean King, 

Smote by the angel on thy gorgeous throne, 

And eaten up with miſereant worms alive; 

Becauſe thou impiouſly deny'dſt to give 

To God his glory, on thyſelf transferr'd, 

High-treaſon on th* imperial rights of heav'n. 


Thus by examples eminent as ſad 
Is prov'd this apothegm of import deep, 
+ © Pride was not made for man,” Learn then 
thy work | 
Aſpiring mortal, while thy life's ſhort day 


Is ſtill protracted for thy future peace, 


$ © Walk humbly with thy God.” This wiſ- 
| dom's ſum, 

Whate'er thy rank, to know thy proper place, 

And there abide ; nought in thyſelf to ſee 

But poverty, and helpleſſneſs, and ſhame : 

All riches, glory, might in Chriſt alone, 


(a) The Red Sea. * Acts Xii. 23• 
+ Eccle. x. 18. | 
Mc. vi. 8. 
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Wholly ſubmiffive to thy Maker's will : 

Ere the laſt trump this awful truth ſhall ſound 
* Through wide eternity,“ that fin and pain 

„Could no beginning but from pride aſſume, 

«© Nor period know but from Humility,” 

Humility, thy firſt and chiefeſt praiſe, 
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CHRIST THE SUN OF RIGHTEOUSNESS. 
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Sees) thou yon Luminary blithe come forth, 
Like a young bridegroom, from his purple bed, 
And as a mighty giant run his courſe? 

*Tis but the ſhade of that Immortal Sun 

Whoſe beams created glories quite difgrace, 

Nor give their glow-worm beauties leave to ſhine. 
Fountain of ſaving knowledge, Light of Life, 

By whoſe ſole radiance, and refulgent ray 
Prophets, ſaints, miniſters illumin'd view 

What of Divinity is ſeen below. 
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Image and mirror of eſſential truth, 

Where love's great myſtery reflected ſhews 
The wonder and the ornament of heav'n. 
How high ! how excellent above the graſp 

Of men or angels is this glorious orb 

How great in majeſty ! how paſſing-fair ! 
How fixt his centre! and how wide his ſphere ! 
Nor principalities nor pow'rs of hell 

Nor fin, nor, death, nor worlds on ruin hurl'd, 
Can reach his ſtation, or arreſt his courſe :; 
Perſuaſive arguments of keeneſt edge, 

The charms of eloquence, the ſtrokes of wit, 
The letter of refreſhing promiſes, | 
All knowledge, gifts of utterance and pray'r, 


_ Ev'n moral virtues of illuſtrious rank 


And ſhining forms, ſuffice not to ſupply 

One moment's abſence of his bliſsful face. 

*Tis thine, ſweet “ Day-ſpring from on high, to 
bring 

+ True life : and immortality to light, 


« And guide our wand'ring feet the heav'n- ward 
way.“ 


* Luke i. 79 + 2 Tim. i. 10, 
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To warm our cold affections, to diffolve 

Our icy hearts, and all our pow'rs inkindle 

Into a quenchleſs flame of ardent love. 

| Tis thine our clouds of error to diſpel 

Of guilt and fear, our ſorrows to beguile, 

And call our buds of comfort into bloom. 

None reft in darkneſs or the grave of ſin 

Save thoſe who ſhut their eyes, hke bats and owls, 

To thy illumination: wake from ſleep, 

Ye ſons of ſloth, ye careleſs daughters, wake, 

„ Riſe from _ dead, and n an give you 
* light. 

Faſt ſpeeds your day of life, and ſecond death, 

(If true contrition with amendment meet 


Timely prevent not) preſſes hard behind. 
Ho diffrent, Lord, on human kind th' effects 
[ Of thy pure folar light! inſtructed ſome 
1 And fweetly melted ripen into grace; 

Others offended, harden'd in their crimes, 

} Such the malicious wilfulnefs of man! 

J Are ſcorch'd and fitted for eternal flames, 
How oft diverſify'd Thou Vital Source, 
Thy influence and appearance on my mind! 


* Eph. v. 14. 
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Now the clear ſunſhine of thy countenance 
- Makes all my heart to leap, my lot to ſmile : 
View'd in the ſtedfaſt faith that Thou art mine, 
The deſart of affliction, death's dark vale 
Joyful exults and “ bloſſoms as the roſe, 
Transform'd to Carmel or to Sharon's pride. 
Dazzled with gazing on thy matchleſs charms 
My eyes loſe ſight of tranſitory ſcenes ; 
Expands my boſom, and I catch ſtrange fires 
While my enraptur'd pow'rs inceſſant cry, 
„Lord who is like to Thee?“ what but thyſelf 
Deathleſs earth-famiſh'd ſouls can fully ſate, 
And draw forth endleſsly their wiſhes ſtill ? 
Anon envelop'd with black clouds of doubt, 

Of ſad diſtruſtfulneſs, and ſullen grief, 

How does our earthly moon eclipſe my joy ? 
Her cares and comforts intercept thy face, 
Shear thy ſweet rays, and blot my ſkies with night, 
Now, thou bright + Day-Star, thy benign approach 
Thy noon-tide elevation new-creates 

The ſummer of my ſoul—I baſk, I melt 
Beneath thy warming and life-nurtring beams, 
I feel love-ſicken'd with thy genial heat; 


* Iſai, xxxv. 1, 2. T 2 Pet. 1. 19. 
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Again thou doſt withdraw, or oleam from Car, 
Sure ſign of wint'ry woe ! what then ſucceeds ? 
A wither'd, fruitleſs life, a frozen heart, 
Have I forgot the dread cataſtrophe 
When the Great Fountain of celeſtial day 
Himſelf was darken'd O thou Sun of Grace, 
* Beaming effulgence of thy Father's glory, 
How waſt thou turn'd to blackneſs and to blood ! 
How fall from heav'n! lie grov'ling on the ground! 
Hang on a crols transfix'd ! to duſt deſcend, 
«© Darkneſs thy curtain, and thy bed the grave!“ 
Aſtoniſh'd earth conveelſive shook ; rocks rent, 
Created ſun was ſhock'd to ſee thy ſhame: 
Angels beheld thee ſet in purple gore. | 
I ſaw—Vile, rocky, ſhameleſs, ſtubborn heart! 
How didſt thou fee, and yet remain unmov'd ! 
But happy morn ! by faith I ſaw him burſt 
"The bonds of death: I ſaw the Conqu'ror ri ſe, 
My finiſh'd ranſom, my eternal peace, 
My God, my glory, and my all in all. 
I ſaw him riſe with thouſands of ais ſaints 

las! once fallen, but now rificg ſtars: 


#* Heb. i. 3 
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I felt the raiſing pow'r, and ſtraight with him 

Mounted to * plant the new-tram'd heav'ns of 
grace.— 

How, bleſs'd Immanuel, by thy . ſorth 

In myſtic types and promiſes of old, 


| Like ft morning-redneſs, didſt thou put to flight 


The barb'rous ignorance, the dreary gloom 

And hopeleſſneſs of men] by thy ſtrange birth 
As a new Sun on our dark hemiſphere, 

How didſt thou chaſe the ſhadows of the law 

© Thee 5 Iſrael's Glory, and the Gentiles Light." 
By thy more glorious riſing from the tomb 

Thy high aſcent, and full inveſtiture 

To bleſs thy goſpel-word, and Spirit's breath, 
How didſt thou baniſh all the helliſh brood 

Of heatheniſh deluſions from the world, 

And turn its midnight + darkneſs into day 
But when to judgment thou ſhalt once ariſe 

With myriads upon myri ads in thy train, 

Quick from thy Iface the heav'ns and earth abſcond 
Jo wrap themſelves in deep oblivion's ſhades, 


* Iſai. li. 46. | 2 Sam, xxiii. 4. 
& Luke ii. 32. 7 Akts xxvi. 18 
A REV. XX $2. 
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How wilt thou then clear riddance make of fin, 
Of error, of temptation, pain and death, 

And drive them back to their own native den |! 
How wilt thou then extinguiſh every lamp 

Of goſpel-ordinance or ſcripture- aid! 


Ev'n * faith and hope their charge muſ? then reſign, 


While the majeſtic ſplendors of thy throne 
Shall uſher in the everlaſting noon 
Of perfect viſion, and unclouded day,— 
Eternal Sun, whoſe morning meaſures well 
Our temporary periods of ſhort time, 
How gradual was thy rifing ! gradual too 
Thy riſing in my ſoul ! O when attain 
Thy bleſs'd meridian there, and. ſet no more ? 
Ye ling'ring moments haſte, that I may ſee 
My God unveil'd, and know as I am known ! 
Where is the Sun of Righteouſneſs confeſt ? 
Didſt thou not preach the f Righteouſneſs of 

God ? 
Wilt thou not righteous make thy + choſen race ? 
O where is HE with healing in his wings ? 

H 


"Wy Cor. xiii. 13. 1 Iſai. xl. 9. 
| + Iſai. Ix, 21. 
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Let me but feel its droppings on my ſoul, 


. Swift as a bounding hart outflies the wind, 
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My ev'ry mortal malady is gone. 
My wounded ſpirit to full health reſtor'd 


Nor ſtops till it has gain'd the heav'nly goal. 


e 
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PART u. 


LE no v An 


OR THE 


SUPREME BEING. 


* 
— . —— —— 


E time or matter was; ere: the Great Mind, 
To ſpin ſucceſſion on the ſphere inc linꝰd, 

To give duration drop by drop, to move 

Frail man, each fleeting minute to improve 5 

Thou ſelf- originated Deity, 


Of Triune and co-equal Majeſty, 
| H 2 
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Didſt in thy own abyſſal fulneſs reign, | 
And compeer or competitor diſdain. 


Bleſt Spirit, void of mixture, ſhape or part, 

| Beſt known by not conceiving what Thou art; 
Thy Majefly ten thouſand ſuns outvies, 

A ſight too radiant for the ſeraph's eyes; 

Their dazzled faces they with both wings * * 
Or to created glories turn aſide; 

Tis hard for our arithmetic to count, 

How much th' Atlantic may one drop ſurmount; 
More difficult the diff'rence to adjuſt 

Twixt the terraqueous globe and ſingle duſt; 
But *tis impoſſible for man to gueſs, 

Twixt infinite and finite the exceſs : 

If Lord, with thee we heav'n or earth compare, 
They not proportion of one atom bear. 

When Moſes humbly aſk'd thy glorious name 
That he might tell the tribes from whom he came, 
+ JEHOVAH and I AM thou then didſt own 
The awful names by which thou wouldſt be known; 
Thou only canſt be truly ſaid to be, 

All creatures nothings are compar'd to thee ; 


* Iſai, vi. 2. 1 Exod. iii. 13, 14. 
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Thou art the boundleſt, everlaſting Souree 


Of all exiſtence, of all vital force. 

Thou, Rock of Ages, doſt the ſame abide, 
While our durations by ſhort moments glide : 
We live in flux and by degrees, but thou 
Art all at once in ah eternal now: 

What's infinite no diſſipation knows, 
Self-Ragnating it neither ebbs nor flows: 

It ſelf-collefted with itſelf conſiſts, 

It uniform, immutable exiſts. 

Above all change unchangeable abides, 

And as it pleaſes, eaſual changes guides, 

The Deity uncireumſcrib'd by place | 
Fills heav'n and earth, and extra-mundane ſpace, 


Thou preſent art in the infetnal ſhade, 
There demons tremble of thy wrath afraid; 


Thy boundleſs glories in eternal light 
Angelic hierarchies to praiſe invite. 
Thou prefent art in this terreſtial ſphere, 
Where'er we fly or hide thou till art near: 
Thou preſent art, when ſinners dare thy ſtroke, 
Thou preſent art, when faints thy aid invoke. 
Thou in all fins receſſes doſt ſurvey 
Pollution with an unpolluted ray. 

13 
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Thou preſent art all creatures to ſuſtain, . 

And influence thy univerſal reign. 

Thou in the temple of the world doſt dwell, 

All bleſſings to confer, all ills expel ; 

Benign or dreadful, thou ſtill preſent art, 

In ev'ry ſaint, in ev'ry ſinners heart; 

There for thy worſhip ſaints pure temples build 
With thy own ſhekinah devoutly fill'd: 

And from thy preſence ſinners feel within 

Sad preſages of vengeance due to fin, 


Thy own eſſential Godhead, Lord, to none 
But thy unmeaſurable ſelf is known ; 

And in thy own ſelf-comprehending thought 
Foreknown are all events, all counſels wrought ; 
What future ſhall, what poſſible may be, 
Thou in thyſelf eternally didſt ſee ; 

The preſent, paſt, and future all unite 

In thy eternal unſucceſſive ſight. 

Thou doſt the ſecrets of all hearts inſpect, 
And to thy glory each event direct: 

To all ideas in thy mind immenſe 

Thy power an actual being can diſpenſe; 
Millions of multi farious worlds and more 


Thou know'ſt to call from thy own boundleſs ſtore, 
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Thou, who didſt other poſſibles refuſe, 
This ſeries for futurity didſt chuſe: 


Thy wond'rous works thy mighty pow'r declare, £ 


Which yet faint ſketches of thy glory are; 
By them thy might we cannot fully rate, 
Thou nobler and ſtill nobler canſt create ; 
And ſhould'ſt thou endleſs new creations will, 
Thy virtue would remain exhauſtleſs ſtill. 


Holieſt of holies, thou art God alone 
On thy all-glorious everlaſting throne 
Thy nature is immaculately pure, 
Nor can the leaſt approach of ill endure. 
To thee all excellencies we aſcribe 
Which from thy fontal fulneſs we imbibe ; 
We thoughts diſtin of thy perfections frame, 
In thee all undiſtinguiſh'd and the ſame. 


Great God, I thy infinity adore, 
Admire devoutly what I can't explore ; 
Each hour congratulate with joyful heart 
All that thou doſt poſſeſs and all thou art; 
Thou art immutable, I change like wind, 
Fix my too fickle and inconſtant mind : 
O let thy preſence o'er all nature ſpread 
Strike me with conſtant reverential dread. 
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I cannot fin but in thy awful view, 

Sin no where can eſcape thy vengeance due. 
O raviſh with thy endleſs bliſs my eyes, 
That I may ſublunary joys deſpiſe: 
Thou Searcher of my heart, my heart poſſeſs, 
Thy name and nature deeply there impreſs ; 


May Jin dangers on thy pow'r rely, | 
| Safe ſhelter find, whene'er to thee I fly; 


O purify me, Lord, as thou art pure, 
From the contagious world my ſoul ſecure. 


Thy image re-engrave ; to copy thee 


Is my chief pray'r, ſhall my ambition be. 
Though no one mortal e'er thy face ſurvey'd, 
Yet we can love thy goodneſs when diſplay'd. 
Within the“ rocky cleft O may I ſtand, 


Supported by thy own propitious hand ; 


That as thy awful glory paſſes by, 
Thy back-parts I with Moſes may deſcry. 


Lord, when thy vaſt Idea fills my mind, 


No words to vent that boundleſs thought I find: 
Thou all perfection, thou all lovely art, 
And ſhould'ſt thou no exterior joys impart, 


* Exod. xxxiii. 22. 
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Thy nature no created mind could know 

But muſt enamour'd of thy Godhead grow : 
In thee whate'er is amiable or ſweet, ; 

All irreſiſtible attractives meet; 

Nothing or charms or beauty can poſſeſs 

But what it borrows of thy lovelineſs. 

Incomprehenſible thou art, above _ 

My utmoſt thought, but not beyond my love: 

High as thou art, thou canſt not love tranſcend, 

I love thee more, the leſs I comprehend. 

The more thou art above expreſſion rais'd, 

Thou art the nobler ſubje& to be prais'd. 

But ſhould I love in moſt intenſe degree. 

How incommenſurate were all to thee P 

Lord, I now love by faith, a loftier flight 

My ſong ſhall take, when I ſhall love by fight. 
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GxkAr cop, of all thy attributes divine 
My verſe ſeems moſt thy Juſtice to decline; 

A ſinner trembles when that word he hears, 
And all poetie heat is chill'd by fears. 

But when I all thy attributes compare, 

All glorious lovely and harmomous are. 

The bleſſed hymn the Juſtice of thy reign: 
Help me to imitate their heav*nly ſtrain: 
They, when thy kindling indignation glows 


Or deals on rebels its vindiftive blows, 


At each juſt ſtroke loud hallelujab's ſing, | 
While heav'n's wide-arches with thy triumph ring. 
They, when in life, their penitential cries, 

Oft rais'd aſpiring to their native ſkies; | 
Till deeply humbled and through grace forgiv'n 


They paſs'd triumphant home from earth to heav'n. 


„ te 
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84 
1.188 My ſong, which tears for follies paſt has ſhed, ; 
| | | Thy Juſtice rather ſhall revere than dread. 1 


Thou, Lord, of all thy works the reins doſt hold, 
Avgels and men are by thy pow'r control'd. 
Thy rule to ev'ry place and time extends, 
Ev'n Hell itſelf to thy dominion bends. i 
Thy excellence, which no abatement knows, 1 
Beneficence, which all things overflows, [ 
And our dependence on thy boundleſs might, 
Give thee o'er all mankind deſpotic right. 
We all are born in ſervitude to thee, 
Nought but thy gracious wiſdom ſets us free. 
The being which thy Pow'r almighty gave, 
Thy Goodneſs makes a ſubject not a ſlave. 
Thou only art to thy own ſelf a law, 
And for their good raſh mortals keep'ſt in awe. » 
Thou bn permitteſt to enforce our care, <= 
To try our love, but not our ſouls enſuare. 


Man innocent to heav'n could lay no claims, 
Thy Juſtice might aſſign him lower aims. 
Thou righteous art to give to all their due, 
Faithful are all thy promiſes and true. 
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Thou haſt to man thy heav'nly will reveal'd, 
Nothing conducive to tiue blifs conceal'd. 
Thou to each law halt join'd proportion'd aid, 
Nor burden grievous on thy. creatures laid: 
Wiſdom and love, which in thy laws appear, 
Upbraid our guilt, aud thy.own Juſtice clear, 


Thou King of Kiogs, thy empire to maintain, 
Doſt puniſh fin, and rebel-man reſtrain, 
Impunity would make thy throne deſpis'd, 


Sin would grow inſolent, if unchaſtis'd, 


Th' affronts of impious men thy Juſtice dare 
Which ſacred vengeance only can repair. 


Thy holy laws and government withſtood 


Conſtrain thee to take up th” avenging rod, 
Inflicting judgments which belpeak th the God. 

Or if, when righteouſneſs to aden, 

The execution grace awhile ſuſpends, | 
Thou can'ſt the threaten'd ſtroke transfer, delay, 


At the laſt trump with intereſt repay. 


Man may thy vengeance in his conſcience read, 


| Deputed there thy righteous cauſe to plead : 


All beaſts, for victims at thy altar ſlain, 
Declar'd thy wrath by their vicarious pain: 
a” | 
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In the laps'd angels headlong.thrown from bliſs 
In endleſs horrors of the dark aby ſs; 

But chiefly in the blood of . Jeſus ſpilt 

We learn thy boundleſs hate againſt our guilt, 


— Thy expulſion of fall'n man from Eden's bow'rs ; 
On Sodom the ſulphureous fiery ſhow'rs : 

The flood which ſwept earth's hated ſons away, 

The plagues inflicted in fam'd Egypt's day. 


Tyrants dethron'd, their haughty ſchemes made 

| void, nt | 
Vaſt armies vanquiſh'd, and whole flects deſtroy'd ; 
A ſinful land, whoſe meaſure is fill'd up, 
Drinking of fury the laſt bit'reſt cup; 


The univerſal judgments in each age, 
War, famine, peſtilence, where'er they rage, 
Thy Juſtice loudly to the world proclaim, 
And vindicate the honour of thy name. 


But all corporeal ills fall far below 

Ills moral, ſinners by experience know. 

Moſt juſtly from blaſphemers of thy law 

Thou, righteous God, doſt thy rich grace withdraw: 


— 
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A famine of the word the realm o'erſpreads, 


Sin, error, and confuſion rear their heads. 


The temples fall or unfrequented ſtand, 

And pray'r avails not for a deftin'd land: 
The ſolemn worſhip ſinks into neglect, 
Prieſts either merit not or loſe reſpet ; 

The myſteries are {lighted or profan'd, 
Angelic guards and gracious aidsreſtrain'd ; 
Saints ridicul'd, profaneneſs made a boaſt, 
Heav'n-taught religion yielding up the ghoſt ; 
All hell let looſe by heav'ns command to blind 
And petrify the unrelenting mind. 

All praiſe to God, who equitably wiſe 


Knows when to ſtrike or ſpare, to comfort, or 


chaſtiſe. 


When men blaſpheme thee, Lord, thy righ- 
teous ire 
At the bold povocation firſt takes fire, 
Each fin is loathſome to thy purer eyes, 
Thy love withdrawn, abominations riſe ;- 
Foul circumſtances aggravating crimes, 
Thy hate to indignation next ſublimes: 
| IL 
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Outragious deeds, when they return deſpite 
To thy long-ſuffering, utmoſt wrath excite ;- 
Thy Juſtice finners to deſtruction dooms, 

Thy vengeance the exſcinding ſword aſſumes, 
Moſt juſt, apoſtates from thy face t' expel, 
And curſe them with an ant dated hell. 
Saints, who like thee iniquity deteſt, 

And lay thy glory neareſt to their breaſt, 
Sing praiſe to thy great name, devoutly joy'd, 
Thy glory is repair'd, and fin deſtroy'd. 


Thy Juſtice, Lord, is apt my ſoul to fright 
When on a friend I fee thy vengeance light; 
But fince my friend thy enemy became, 

I worldly friendſhip for thy ſake diſclaim ; 
I him deplore, thy Juſtice I acquit, 
To juſt as well as gracious God ſabmit. 


Thou wilt not, Lord, obdurate ſinners ſpare, 
Yet chaſtiſements ſtrange acts to Godhead are. 
In making hell *twas thy firſt chief intent 
To bar mankind from fin and puniſhment. 
Thy native goodneſs ſtill inclines to ſave, 

Did not audacious vice thy wrath outbrave. 
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Strike me with filial, Lord, not ſervile feer, 
Thuy omnipreſent vengeance to revere; 
* Fury is not in thee, thou God of love ; 
Thou mercy more than Juſtice doſt approve : 
Lord, thy deſire is mine, to mercy I 
Redeem'd by Jeſus, not to Juſtice fly : 
In that with thee, my God, I firm unite, 
Mercy is mine, and is my God's delight. 


* Iſai. xxvii. 4» 
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Jai.ors in ocean who their courſe purſue, 
When looking round, nought but wide ocean view: 
Thus turning o'er the univerſe my eye, 

I ev'ry where thy goodneſs, Lord, deſcry. 

A ſhore unſeen the ocean's waves ſurrounds, 
But thy. Almighty Goodneſs knows no bounds, 
Io ſweet communication it inclines, 

In the whole world its vital influence ſhines. 
Thy wile benignity to ev'ry kind L 
Their various laws and inſtinRs has aſſign'd; 
Thy hand indulgent all their wants ſupplies, 

* Gives food to beafts, and ſtills the raven's cries. 


* Pſalm clavii 9. 
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Men of thy Goodneſs, Lord, have largeſt tare, | 
Who yet of all the moſt unworthy are. | ; 
Thou man in thy own image didſt create 
In holy, innocent, and happy ſtate, 
Didſt his high throne o'er this low world ereR, 
And all the creatures to his rule ſubjeR ; 
But fin transform'd him ſoon from bliſs to woe, 
To thee a rebel, to himſelf a foe. 
Laps'd angels, who provok'd thy vengeful might, 
Were hopeleſs doom'd to everlaſting night : 
Man fell, and thy preventing love decreed 
Thy own lov'd Son ſhould for the ſinner bleed. 
Stupendous Goodneſs ! which ſhould man conſtrain 
Thus infinitely lov'd to love again. 
Ah! why ſo partial to our thankleſs race, 
Since mortals ceaſe not to pervert thy grace, \ 
Deſpiſe thy love, and mock thee to thy face? 
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Still, Lord, thou tend'reſt pity didſt exert, 
Deviſing means man's ruin to divert; 
J ſtand amaz'd, my God, when I recal 
How much thy love is heighten'd by our fall. 
"Tis by thy Goodneſs we this life enjoy, 
| That each for heay'n his days may well employ, 
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Our mis'ry thou doſt tenderly refent 

Doſt draw, invite, perfuade us to repent : 

To ſinners thou a mighty Saviour art, 

Gifts unimplor'd benignly doſtimpart, 

To ſouls benighted glorious traths reveal, 

To penitents tranſporting pardon ſeal: 

Looſe prodigals to thy embraces run, 

And angels joy at a returning fon. 

On ſimple ſouls thou wiſdom doft beſtow, 
Unbounded grace to worthleſs rebels ſhew. 
Thou all our ſtretch'd capacities doſt fill, 
Agreeably attract nor force our will. 

Thou our infirmities doſt juſtly weigh, 

To make abatement at the laſt great day. 

Thy promiſes a vig*rous hope excite, 

Thy threatnings ſinners from damnation fright, 
Our ſhameleſs appetites thy laws reſtrain ; 
Thy pow'rful arm binds faſt the tempter's chain, 
Thou our temptations to our ſtrength doſt ſuit, 
And to our greateſt good our ills tranſmute. 
Thy love 1s on our happineſs intent, 

Still lab'ring our deftruttion to prevent. 

All to thy gracious throne have free acceſs 
There to diſcloſe their ev'ry fad diftreſs. 
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In thy ſweet all-ſufficiency conſpire 

All that we want, all that we can deſire. 
Heav'ns our reward: Omnipotence our aid, 
A Godlike purity our duty made. 

Love infinite thy nature is and name; 

Love infinite to endleſs years the ſame, 


Thy patience, Lord, with ſinners deigns to bear, 


And watches opportunities to ſpare ; 

When crying fins thy puniſhments provoke, 
Paternal pity mitigates the ſtroke : 

And when thy wrath on harden'd rebels falls, 


Thou would'ſt their ſouls had hearken'd to thy calls. 


O! what are ſinners, worthy of thy hate, 
Of all thy wide creation moſt ingrate, 


That thou to love them firſt ſhouldſt condeſcend, 


And to incloſe them round thy arms extend 

Ol it was tend'reſt pity unconfin'd 

Which to court wretches to their bliſs inclin'd, 
Delighting rather to amaze thy foes, 

Than glorify thy juſtice in our woes. 

And ſhall ſuch love on man in vain be ſpent? 
In vain, unleſs it move him to repent. 

What farther for free agents couldſt thou do? 
Their own deſtruction they themſelves mull rue. 
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O Goodneſs infinite] who thus doſt deigu 

By gracious methods earth-born worms to train 
For thy ſweet yoke, and bliſs-enrapt'ring reign : 
May thy preventing love my heart inflame, 
Thy mercy melt, thy clemency reclaim ; 

Thy grace attract, thy gentleneſs upbraid, 

Thy ſweet benignities my pow'rs pervade ; 
Till all I am become entirely thine, 

And not one atom from thy love decline, 


Saints, who ſlile thee their God, enamour'd grow, 
And rapt'rous ſweets of love celeſtial know. 


Attractions ſtrong, illuminations bright, 


Afflictions render'd ſhort, endearing, light, 


. Converſe with God, pure thoughts, an heav'nly 


mind, | 
Perfect ſerenity of will ref gn'd: 
All pow'rful tender ſuccours in their need 


Which a fond mother's feelings far exceed. 


The joys of ſacred union, undefil'd, 
The ſoft yet firm recumbence of a child. 


Sin conquer'd, and unruly paſſions tam'd, 


A ſoul by goſpel- principles new fram'd. 
A conſcience with itſelf and God at peace, 


A ſource of comfort which will never ceaſe; 
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Aids efficacious, condeſcenſions ſweet, 

In all diſtreſs deliv'rance or retreat. 

All croſs events, which happen to mankind, 
To work their good in combination join'd: 


The angels charg'd to keep each ſaint from harm, 


And all the pow'rs of darkneſs to diſarm. 

Pleas'd meditations on the manſions bleſt, 

Tranſporting languors for eternal reſt. 

Heav'n always with ſucceſs to importune, 

To live, to die the friend of God's dear Son: 

Theſe are the pearls God here on ſaints beftows, 

Drops from that' fpring, which day and night 
o'crflows, | | 

To glad the New Jeruſalem above 

Wich ſtreams of rapt'rous everlaſting love. 

Farewell ! vain world ; nor henceforth vainly dare 


Thy beſt delights with ſaints leaſt joys compare! 


Vouchſafe me, Lord, in thoſe dear joys a part, 
And the world's charms in vain ſhall tempt my 


heart, 
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Doth univerſal time and ſpace abſorb; 

O'er the wide regions of departed ghoſts 

Thy reign extends, as o'er th' infernal hoſts, 
The Pow'rs of hell at thy dread thunders quake, 
And wiſh in vain exiſtence to forſake: 

Their rage would ſoon all human race confound, 
Did not thy mighty arm their fury bound. 

Thy Providence their hoſtile acts endures, 

And its own ends by their worſt crimes ſecures. 
They ſingly or in legions fouls poſſeſs, 
Unhappy mortals haunt, affright, diftreſs : 

They trouble give, raiſe diſcords, tempt and grieve, 


Falſe prophets with ſeducing lies deceive z 
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Unholy thoughts inject, their ſlaves defile, 
And of immortal happineſs beguile. 
They ſtorms, winds, tempeſts raiſe, the air moleſt, 
Nor from their dark deſigns one moment reſt, 
On ſouls obdurate all their malice wreak, 

Drag them to hell at their departing ſhriek ; 
Their tortures in thoſe dark abodes prepare, 
Inſult their woes, and mock at their deſpair, 
They ſchiſms abet, foul heceſtes inſtil, 

Diffuſe o'er, kingdoms: peſtilential ill; 

Sow num'rous tares, which ſeed celeſtial choke ; 
Egg rebels on thy vengeance to provoke : 
Nor fear to florm or to uſurp thy throne, 

And adoration due to thee alone. 


They oft thy ſaints affli, perplex and try, 
Under the guard of thy paternal eye. 

Fierce perſecutiog tyrant's wills ferment, 
New tortures for thy ſuff*ring lambs invent. 
At heav'nly-minded ſouls inceſſant rave, 

And ſtrive to blaſt their ſaintſhip in the grave. 
But while in vain thy vot'ries they aſſault, 

| Thy glory, and their graces more exalt, 


Thou, Lord, good Angels in the realms above 
Haſt form'd the lively patterns of thy love. 
They ſing loud anthems at thy throne of grace, 
Rapt and enamour'd with thy bliſsful face. 
Their emulations ſtrive their ſacred lays 
To greater heights eternally to rarſe; 

They wait obſequious to thy ſov'reign will, 
And when diſpatch'd from Zion's ſacred hill - 
Bear their on inward heav'n · about them ſtill. 5 


When fitſt creation into order ſprung, 
Theſe Morning-ftars in joy ful concert ſung; 
But now redemption's greater wonder view 
With eager eyes, and find it ever new. 
They to thy Son'due adoration paid 
Born in a ſtable, in a manger laid: 
From heav'n they flew his humble birth to fing, | 
To our low world the gladſome news to bring; | 
Through his whole life his motions to attend, 
And in his train to bliſs to re- aſcend. 

The hoſts of heav'n, when the laſt tramp ſhall 

ſound, 
Shall his white throne with awful pomp ſurround ; 
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| Adorn the triumphs of that dreadful day, 


Eſcort the righteous home, and ſpurn the bad away. 
Thou makeſt Angels thy vindictive rod 
To ſcatter vengeance at thy ſov'reign nod: 
They filthy Sodomites depriv'd of ſight, 
Egypt's firſt-born left ſlaughter'd in one night: 
With flames devouring over Iſrael flew ; 


The daring hoſts of the Aſſyrians ſlew. 
Great Babel's king degraded to a beaſt, 


And ſmote Belſhazzar at his impious feaſt, 
»Gainſt demon-pow'rs thy honour they maintain; 


Abaddon and his legions rage in vain. 


To guard thy ſaints thou Angels doſt depute, 
They to all needs aids miniſterial ſuit. 
Reanimate the weak, ſupport the faint, 


With ſtrength invigorate each dying ſaint. 


Their force the hotteſt furnaces abates, 

Breaks pondrous chains, and opens iron gates. 
They lay whole countries gaſping on the ground, 
And thy ſaints beds in warlike troops ſurround. 
Now promis'd bleſſings to their minds foreſhew, 
Now warn them of impendrng future woe ; 


With counſels wiſe they ſinking hopes retrieve, 
Afflicted ſouls their kind ſupports receive. 
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Prophetic and inſtructive dreams they paint, 
Keep ſouls from ills unſeen by ſweet reſtraint. 
We by their help unnumber'd dangers ſhun, 
Which ev'ry hour we ſhould unguarded run. 
They in their tender arms God's fav'rites bear, 
Nor day nor night ſuſpend their wakeful care. 
Weak helpleſs-infants in their wings incloſe 
Whom weakneſs would to num'rous harms expoſe. 
They prompt to good, celeſtial thoughts injeQ, 
Relieve the tempted, doubtful ſouls direct. 
Pleas'd, while with ſaints God's temple they frequent, 
Our incenſe in their cenſers to preſent. 

In heav'n a ſacred jubilee they hold 

Oft as the Shepherd brings his ſtrays to fold. 
Rejoice to ſee God's image re- ingrav'd, 

A prodigal return'd, a ſinner ſay'd; 

The borders of the church on earth enlarg'd, 

A guardian's care ſucceſsfully diſcharg'd ; 

That Jeſus croſs freſh victories obtains, | 
And their lov'd Monarch ſlill new lovers gains. 
In one ſaint's reſcue, when the danger's great, 
A whole angelic hoſt together meet 
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With horſes and with chariots of bright flame, I 
As once to ſave a * Prophet ſwift they came. 
Saints at. their exit they to bliſs convey, 
And hail their welcome to eternal day. 
Lord, what is man, that from their glorious ſtate ? 


Sa { 


Angels deſcend upon his ſteps to wait, 
And mark the future heir of their own happy 
fate ? 


Bleſt Angels, you in temper moſt divine, 
Near God himſelf, in God-like glory ſhine. 
You feel no fleſhly clogs to preſs you down, 
Or in groſs matter your pure ſpirits drown. 
Your lovely beings we on earth admire, 
To your fair ſeats we languiſhing aſpire. 

Your country's heav'n, your portion to rejoxcc, | 
God's love is everlaſtingly your choice. 

You in perfection all mankind tranſcend, 3 
Vou on the Great Supreme in bliſs attend. a 
You have the nobleſt, moſt capacious ſphere, 3 


VDnſpotted natures, intelleCtuals clear. 


At God's own beams you light poetic fire, 

Sweet ſongs compoſe for the celeſtial quire. 

You numberleſs in various orders range, 

And rays with mutual tenderneſs exchange: 
* 2 Kings vi, 15, 16, 27, 
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To fontal harmony, in God triune, 

Your co-harmonious natures you attune. 
Ah! could we reach your beatific view, 
We'd ſtrive to love and ſing as much as you. 


Lord, may I ne'er by ſin thy Angels grieve, 
Or move them in diſdain their charge to leave.. 
O may the Angel, to my guard aſſign'd, 
Contract a ſacred friendſhip with my mind. 
Converſe by thought injected with his friend, 
From all aſſaults of hell my ſoul defend. 

My love enflame, conſole me when in woe, 
Teach me to ſing angelic hymns below. 
That daily with each other he and I 

May love, obedience, zeal and praiſes vie. 


WF 
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Ris: from your beds of down, ignoble eaſe, 


From treach'rous truce, and more deſtructive peace; 


What peace, when this world's painted Jezebel 

Her whoredoms ſo abound; her witchcrafts fo 

| increaſe ? 

Leagu'd with the mighty Potentate of hell 

True. chriſtian practice, faith and charity 
Out of the earth i expel? 
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Do you not hear the Lion roar, 
Raging to ſee, | 
In ſpight of all his ſtrength and policy, 
The glorious kingdom at the door? 
Come Chriſtian Heroes, Heroines, come on 
To th' battles of the Lord againſt Apollyon ! 
F 1ght, conquer, ſeize, divide, poſſeſs and wear 
the crown. 
Who foremoſt runs ? in nobleſt flame exceeds ? 
Riſe, gen'rous Britons, fam'd for martial deeds: 
| A greater foe in field, 
To whom the nations yield, 
A far more glorious cauſe your zeal and proweſs 
| needs. | os | 
Your's the prime honour of hs 5 be found, 
And let your name, in ſacred annals crown'd, 
Ring out the heav'ns as well as earth around. 


This carried on in the way of Dialogue has 


| tween Chriſt and his Spouſe the Church. 
CHRIST. 


Awake, put on thy irength, O Sion dear, 
How canſt thou ſleep or unconcern'd appear ? 


n 
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How canſt thou fold thy arms, ſecurely lie 


In ſenſeleſs drowſe, and I thy Lord fo nigh ?. 


* 


SPOUSE, 


Ah! pity me, my Lord, for I am preſt 
With thouſand weights, with thouſand ills diſtreſt. 


* 


„Cuiisr. 


What canſt thou fear? What weights can keep 
thee down, 
Such aids prepar'd, ſuch great ſalvation ſhown ? 
Take heart of grace, and put in me thy truſt, 
Shake, ſhake thyſelf from thy polluted duſt. 


SPOUSE. 


I try, aſpire ſometimes in heav'nly flame, 
But £111 J fink to earth from whence I came. 
To thy exalted ſphere I cannot riſe 


4 While preſs'd with troops of mortal enemies. 
Wbile in the furnace hot I ftrengthleſs lie, 


Upwards to mount *tis all in vain I try. 
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CurisT. 


No, no, ev'n in the furnace ſtrength muſt be, 
Whoſe flames but plume the heav'nly lover's wing: 
Tis through the myſtic death and grave muſt ſ. pring 
Your reſurreQion-life and liberty. 

*T'is here you muſt yourſelf approve 

In fledfaſt loyalty of love. 

Till as tried gold the noble ſufferer 

Is crown'd an everlaſting conqueror. 


SPOUSE, 


What dan we do ? The conqueſſ's thine alone; 
Proceed thyſelf to act and victory, 
Thou ſtrong and mighty One. 


CURIST. 


True, 'tis my act, but tis my act in thee, 
Through the exertion of each faculty: 
Your's rapt in mine ſuperior, cloſely bound 
To my bleſt movements in love's unity: 


1 flir thee oft; but thou art backward found: 
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Thy ſtubborn will reluctant proving, 

Or vain imagination roving, 
Or baſe 'defires keep grov'ling on the ground. 

As I do thee, ſo thou mult me excite 

By faith and pray'r, and love's prevailing might. 
Nay forward, bold, adventrous you muſt prove 
In holy violence of faith and love ; 

As ſuitors no demaltake, 

| But when repuls'd freſh onſet make: 
With Jacob wreſtle out the proving hour, 
Till you obtain your ſuit 
Faith's ſure-attending fruit, 
The bleſſing of your heav'nly virgin-dow'r. 
There is indeed, as by your week expreſt, 
A time of labour, and a time of reſt * 
The crown of peace obtain'd, you'll paſſive prove 
Submiſs to my triumphant aQ of love; 
But firſt in David's wars the laureL crown 
Muſt of your ſix- days active pow'rs be won: 
Which leads in proceſs new | 
Of reſt and Sabbath true 

To the love-peaceful reign of the great Solomon, 


1 
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SPOUSE, 


Glorious indeed: but ſure for me too great. 
O my iniquities too pond'rous load ! 
Innumerable fins againſt my God 
Theſe damp my ſoul, 
Its pow'rs controul, +» 
And give me cauſe to fear leſt they ſhould all 
defeat. 


CHRIST. 


1 thought thou hadſt transferr'd all that to me, 


And nail'd the condemnation to the tree. 
Wouldſt thou reſume the load, thyſelf to bear? 
No, child, thy ſhoulders too unequal are. 
I call thee child, to mind thee thou art free 
In true adoption goſpe]-liberty : 
Of heav'nly Salem Denizon art made; 
Thy ſins diſcarded, and thy debts are paid. 
Wake then and rouſe, 
My tim'rous Spouſe, ; 
And be no more diſmay'd. 
True faith might here too leſſon read and ſee, 


The name of Spouſe implies ſhe might with me 


A holy boldneſs take, and be more free. 


2 
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Go then, and in my name and pow'r, both ſeen 


In ſacred record thine to be 
By contract of love's unity, | 
With courage freſh the hoſtile pow'rs invade. 
With graceful terribly-majeſtic mein, 
Hold up thy head, my Amazonian queen, 
And be no more diſmay'd. 


SPOUSE. 


Thy words, like odoriferous compounds 
Refreſh, and drop like oil into my wounds: 
Yet let me tell thee my laſt fear and grief, 
I know 'twill be but to obtain relief; 

Though yet I need not tell 
Thou know'ſt it Lord, too well. 
My weakneſs, folly, great infirmity, 
Oh! what advantage to the enemy ! 
Subject to daily ſin, and frequent falls; 
Not to diſcern, or to neglet thy calls. 


. 


To doubt thy goodneſs and almoſt deſpair ; 


Or to be confident without thy fear; 
Now to draw back, or elſe to ſtand ſtock ſtill, 


And now be forward in my fleſhly zeal. 


11 
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Apt in meanders of the world to ſtray, 
And ſhip from thine into the tempter's way. 
This pinions my aſpiring wing in flight, 
This robs me of my armour for the fight. 


CHRIST. 


This is the conqueſt hardeſt to obtain, 

And point of faith moſt difficult to gain: 

| bi How not to fall when weak, or fal'n to ſtand, 
| In both obſequious to my love's command, 

|! What did my Paul in his infirmity ? 


. ee, 


SPOUSE. EY | 


| Make ſad complaint, but put his truſt in thee, 


CHRIST. 


That 1s not- fs his ſecond voice, 
And hear him in infirmities rejoice. 
= || Such ſtrength he from that ſacred leſſon had, | 
My firength is in thy weakneſs perfect made,” 
1 Lay all then ſtill on me, | 
And know I bear too thine infirmity. 


2 Cor. Xii. 9. 
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Thy greateſt gain ſhall ſpring from greateſt loſs, 


With me thy Lord victorious by thy croſs. 
Thus as you cannot by your ſtrength prevail; 
So neither ſhall you by your frailty fail. 


Or if by ſin ſurpriz'd and overthrown, 


Be not diſhearten'd or drawn further on 
By lying {till through fear to pine or moan, 


Riſe to your laver ſtrait, and waſh'd be clean; 


Obviate the curſe, and by the blood 
And interceſſion of your Gd 


Stop ſoon the accuſation entring in. 


Warriors unhors'd ne'er tarry to complain, 
But up to arms, and to the fight again. 

Thy enemy is mine; ſtrong, daring, great: 
No truce, no quarter give; nor ever think, 
Ev'n when your courage *gins to fink, 

Of ſordid flight or baſe retreat, 
For victory reſolv'd and obſtinate. 


True heroes take in war delight, 


Are in their element when in the fight. 
Think thou of mighty deeds, of val'rous flame 


T' emblazon and cternalize thy name 
In heav'n's bright regiſter of everlaſting fame. 


La 
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How vaſt the heav'nly warrior's renown ! 
How fair their prize] how glorious their crown} 
What can heroic ſouls more nobly move. 

Than thus to fight: 
For (a) guerdon, beauty; palm, celeſtial- bright; 
For everlaſting empire; everlaſting love ? 


SPOUSE, 


Enough, my Lord, I feel thy breath inſpire, 
Kindle and ventilate th' ethereal fire. | 
Nothing ſhall daunt me now ; but under thee 
Dear Gen'ral, I'Il proceed to viftory, 


CRIST. 


To prove thy courage then look here and ſee 
Within this mirror clear 
Thy field of blood, th' infernal hoſts appear, 


And what thou'rt call'& to ſuffer and paſs through. 


for me, 


| Spousz. 
Ah! Lord, all this then muſt I undergo ? 


So long, and in ſuch manner too, 


| Suſtain the intoads of that dreadful foe ? 


(a) Reward, 
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4 In central grapple clos'd, 
With blood to blood, and life to life oppos'd.? 
What legions in what monſtrous ſhapes ariſe 
With Gorgon's heads and Baſiliſkiſh eyes, 
Serpentine ſlings, and teeth and talons dire, 
Breathing ſulphureous fumes and helh{h fire, 
With ſwelling pois' nous floods of dragon-ire ? 
O'er that red ſea of blood too muſt I fail? 
O diſmal. waves, tempeſtuous horrid gale ! 
phat fatal gulph too muſt I ſhoot ? 
O how ſhall I return ? which way get out ? 
And muſt I paſs ev'n through th' abyſs of hell 
* To reach the center of Immanuel ? 
Oh! Lord, there's death too with a threefold dart 
And levels it direct againſt my heart. 
And muſt I in the battle die ? 
How can I then obtain the victory ? 
Yet all things, Lord, are poffible to thee, 
If thou wilt have me go, I've nought to ſay, 
But ſure my Lord could find an eafier way. 


CnxisrT, 


Some through the defart-maze with haſty tread | 
Not fearing wars are ſtraight to Canaan led, 


— 
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A 


Some fort by fort in 8 ſeiges win; 
Others in field by battle fierce decide, 
Soon conquer, enter, and the ſpoil divide, 
1 And here to reign with me begin. 
if] Thoſe who lie neareſt to my heart of love 
1 Muſt neareſt in my ſuff ring proceſs move. 
Death then what needſt thou dread ? 
Death in my death I captive led ; 
Yet is but myſtic death requir'd of thee, 
To thy own wiſdom, will, and this world's vanity, 
What though all hell in arms, 
And this world's pow'r, or tempting charms, 
At once invade ? 9 
Hell's kingdom's but a ſpot to th' wide immenſe, 
He av'n's and God's infinite circumference; 
T* Omnipotence is not a handful made: 
And though it great appear, 
Or ſtrike ſome pannic fear, | 
| T'will ſoon give way | 
| ö * To that victorious day, 
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[ When my triumphant enſigns are di ſplay d. 

1 Faith's banners that all challenging defy, 

Love's flaming ſtreamers, motto'd, VICTORY. | 
The Great Salvation-Hora, 4 
In th' houſe of David born, 
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Which like Achilles“ fabled: dart is found 
With ſecret pow'r to heal as well as wound, 
Shall quickly obviate and expel 
Corrupted nature's poiſon, and the floods of hell. 
Courage, brave Souls, though high the tempeſt rife 
T” eclipſe your ſan, and darken your bright ſkies, 
So high ſhall heav'nly raptures flow, 
And all theſe furious ſtorms th eaſe ont-blow, 
Tis the *Dove-gales of th? Spirit's ruſting pow'r 
That through the Cherub's angry fires again | 
Shalt waft you into Eden's beauteous plain, 
And lead you to the bliſsful nuptial-bow'r, 
As Cæſar once, touch'd with ignobler fire, 
Sprang out impatient of earth's boundaries, 
By fame lur' d on to this world's empire: 
So thou, as nobler flames inſpire thy breaſt, 
Of heav'n- ambitious deſire poſſeſt, 
Reſolve, and with aſſurance full go on, 
The Angel calls, the Trumpet ſounds 
Break through, tranſcend thy earthly bounds, 

And unamaz'd attempt th' imperial crown. 


* The Dove, as the emblem of the Spirit, moves. 
quick and ſtrong; and in its flight makes a fluttering ar 
kind of ruſhing ſound. 
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Riſe and eſſay 

To heav'n's high throne to force reſiſtleſs way. 
Now 1s th' accepted time, the year of grace, 
My Kingdom- pow'rs the fogs of darkneſs chaſe. 
Heav'n's Offspring true, reclaim your native right 
By me re-purchas'd, by the Spirit ſeal'd: 

To which ſtrict juſtice though it try, 

And prove, and for a while deny, 

Only your graces to excite, 
11 At laſt muſt yield. 
Plead for thy dow'r, my Spouſe, and long arrears 
| Of thy continu'd faith and pray'rs. 

17 Now is th' accepted time, and year of grace, 

1 1 Believe and have: receive it with my breath: 


N | And let all pow'rs of earth, of hell and death 

1 To Jeſus' reign, to me in thee give place. 4 
N | What doubtſt thou yet ? Here take this ſecond view 

| | Which ſhall thy -tott'ring faith renew. 


— | SPOUSE. 


Riſe from thy ſloth, my ſoul, and ſee 
Thy bleſſed opportunity. 
Here all I view facilitates my way. 
Mountains of oppoſition now appear 
But ſteps of quick aſcenſion to the ſphere. 
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All things together work for good 
To the belov'd ele of God; 
Concurring as in his full time and day. 
They fought from heav'n, the ſtars of old 
combin'd | 
In holy war, and all their forces join'd 


Againſt the adverſe hoſts of Siſera. 
But now ſuper-celeſtial planets move 


With influence benign, and aſpect kind, 


Pow'rful, auſpicious for victorious love. 
The fulneſs of God's time now bringing on, 
Their great long-wiſh'd for revolution. 
Ev'n outward nature ſympathizing, 
Her planets too auſpicious rifing, 
Heav'nly pow'rs with us engaging, 
Angels war ſucceſsful waging, 
Saints above in arms deſcending, 
Saints below their priſons rending, 
Chariots and horſe in fiery train 
Out-ſpread and cov'ring all the plain. 
Our Captain holding forth the prize, 
And the crown glitt'ring in our eyes. 


* Judg. v. 20. 
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The Judge himſelf approaching near, 
With thunders arm'd does on our ſide appear; 
What plea for floth ? what room for fear? 
CuRIsT, 
Go on in mine and in my Father's might, 
And in the holy wars of David fight, 
The Spirit's ſword thus in thee flaming bright, 
And arm'd in full celeſtial panoply, 
The challenge give, and the aggreſſor be. 
Ruſh on in'manner of that * myſtic child, 
(The emblem of faith's proceſs aptly ſtil'd) 
Haſt'ning the ſeizure of the prize 
By quick and violent ſurprize. 
My bleſſing take, proceed, I lead thee on; 
Thy ſtrengtb, thy conqueſt, thy reward, thy crown, 
To the love-peacefut reign of the Great Solomon. 


. That. viii. 2, BY Maker-ſhalal, haſh-baz, ſignifying 
fe Making ſpeed to the {p01}, He haftens the prey. 
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1 Ebbe KKK 

THE | 
{ CREATION W CONSORT ; 
T Or, a HYMN on the 


GLORIOUS ADVENT. 


Hr comes, he comes, I ſee the heav'ns unfold 
Th' eternal gates of adamantine gold, 

The flames of love dart forth like lightning clear, 
And brighten all this lower henuſphere, 
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Ih. 


O fair Cherubic Hoſt in bright array 
Fore-ſhooting to prepare the royal way ! 


O brighter Cloud of Seraphs that attend, 


And with their glorious Prince in ſtate deſcend ! 
| III. 

1 fee the charming Bride, * New- Salem ſhine ; 

Beauteous, tranſparent, golden-chryſtalline, 

Sparkling like em'rald or the jaſper ſtone ; 


"The ſaint's pavilion, and th' Almighty's throne, 


IV. 


Now, now, the univerſal ſhout is giv'n 


By the united voice of earth and heav'n 1 
Hark ! Saints and Angels by fupreme decree, 
Proclaim the everlaſting jubilee. 


V. 


Ye Elders high encompaſſing the throne, 
Now + throw your crowns and flaming ſcepters 
down, 


Rev. XXi, 10, tl, f Rev. iv. 10. 
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Precentors of the quire, moſt loud and ſtrong, 
Begin the fuge, and ſet the nuptial ſong. 


VI. 


Archangels, with your legtons orb'd around, 
Catch and transfer the ſoul-enchanting ſound, 
Thou, Michael, the arch-herald trumpet blow, 
That fills the heav'ns, and thrills to earth below. 


| VII. 
Ye * Harpers on the ſea of glaſs that ſtand, 


Here ſymphonize with ambi-dextrous hand: 
Your wondrous baſs the glaſſy ocean's roar, 
Thund'ring from Salem's to Mount-Sion's ſhore. 


VIII. 


And thou, ſweet Mother-Maid, with brighteſt fire, 
Lead and direct th' harmonious virgin-quire : 
With warbling gruppo's, to thy Son and King 

In upper deſcant hy menean ſing. 


Me 


Rev. xv. 2. 
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IX. 


Prophets, Apoſtles, Martyrs, apt in ſkill, 
With middle parts the ſacred anthem fill: 
While leſſer Saints with harps and laud divine 
Their notes in perfect (a) Diapaſon join, 


X. 


Swell in melodious airs, ye? argentine Spheres, 
So loud as to enchant ev'n mortal ears; 
While Fires erratic to your ſweeter chime 


Dance a new circle of more glorious time. 


XI. 


See (b) Phœbus now in full magnificence | 
Augment the day, and“ ſeven-fold light diſpenſe ; 
And (c) Cynthia fairer by her brother's beams 
As a new-lighted Sun reſplendent ſeems. 


(a) Signifying THROUGH ALI., as where after a 
proceſs through the ſeven muſical notes, the ſame returns 
again in the octave or eight. 

(b) The Sun. (c) The Moon, 
* lai, xxx. 26. 
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XII. 


Ye Morning-ſlars, again together ſing; 

Behold, behold the new Creation ſpring ! 

For now the old is paſs'd, expir'd her groan, 
And now the firſt- born“ Sons of God are ſhown. 


XIII. 


Bluſh, fair Aurora, in your morning-pride 

Paint the love-ſignal of the ſacred Bride : 

And by your filver dew-drops count the tears 
Once ſhed, but now the glitt'ring pearls ſhe wears. 


XIV. 


| Ceaſe, ye four Elements, your jarring tone; 
Accord in quinteſſential union. | 
Thou, Fire, no more in wrathful nature 3 
But ev'ry where to flame ſeraphic turn. 


XV. 


Unbowel, Earth, now ſhine with precious ore. 
(2) Live, Waters: Ocean, all thy treaſures pour. 
M 3 


* Rom, viii, 19, 21, (a) Become waters of life, 
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Kind Heav'ns and clement Air,conſpire to crown 
The reign of the returning Solomon. 


XVI. 


Roar, Seas; dance, Waves, to the melodious ſound, 
And let your triumphs every ſhore reſound. 
Rivers, in rapid flux, or winding ſlow, 

Wich tindtur'd ſtreams, in milk and honey flow. 


XVII. 


Fall, Show'rs, in nect'rine drops, or manna ſhed, 
With variegated bliſs the world o'erſpread. 

Ye Hail, and Froſt, and Snows, quick diſappear 
Love's regions ſuch cold inmates cannot bear. 


XVIII. 
Shoot you, fair (a) Iris, from propitious heav'n, 
Now Cov'nant- Sign of ſacred nuptial giv'n: 


To circ'lar orb of full perfection bent 
Adora the throne, or grace the firmament, 


XIX. 
Ye rattling Thunders, now harmonious move; 


And harmleſs Lightnings, flaſh in glance of love. 
(a) The Rainbow. 
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Ye rougher Winds, to conſort pitch your voice, 
Now whiſtling ſhrill, now deep with bluſtring noiſe, 


XX. 


Breathe, Zephyrs; murmur, Brooks; and wave, ye 

Groves, | 
Your heads, now ſacred to celeſtial loves. 
Bloom, Lilies; Roſes, blow 0 your tribute pay 
Of fragrant odours in perpetual May, 


XXI. 


Spring, Trees of Life, and myſtic Knowledge pure 
With * monthly load: whole leaves the nations 
cure. | 


Let every Plant immortal fruitage bring, 


Now ſkip, ye wanton Fields, F now laugh and fing, 
1 11 


Upriſe, ye + Vallies, and obei ſant low, 

Ye Hills and Mountains, at his preſence bow. 
Ye deep-mouth'd Caverns with capacious womb, 
Utter his praiſes, nor his gifts intomb. 
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XXIII. 


Shine forth, ye brilliant Diamonds, Rubies bright, 
Vary the day with your ſtar-ſpangled light: 

And gather beauties from Immanuel's crown 

To heighten and to decorate your own. 


XXIV. 


Ye Herds and Flocks no more for ſacrifice, 
From * bondage of corruption ſportive riſe. 
Beaſts of voracious tooth, or baneful ſting, 


In nature chang'd, your peaceful accents bring, 


XXV, 


Ve winged Quire with your ſweet (a) Chanter riſe, 


Aſpire in praiſe, now birds of Paradiſe. 
And ye, the ſcaly Tribe, though mutes you be, 


Give laud in reſts of the great harmony. 


XXVI. 


You, ſportful Echo, with compliant grace 

Play the reſponſes of our ſolemn praiſe ; 

And to each full-ton'd hallelujah 

Reverb'rate ſoft th' all-charming name of IAH. 


* Rom. viii. 21. (a) The Lark, 
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XXVII. 


God's darling Favourites of human r:ce, 
Fly to each other's arms in ſtrict embrace: 
And thus in one united body move 

T' addreſs your King: and own that God is Love. 


XXVIII. 


Ve Regent Pow'rs on earth, reſign each crown, 
And throw in homage ev'ry ſceptre down : 
Like the wiſe Eaſtern Kings renown'd of old, 
Haſte with oblation-incenſe, myrrh and gold. 


XXIX. 


Come, vagrant Jew, again God's choſen be; 
Now to thy wiſh enthron'd MESSIAH fee, 
The blood once imprecated on thy head 

Now lives, and gives thee “ quick'ning from the 
dead. 


XXX. 


You long-loſt Tribes in tracts of land unknown, 
Your great returning Lord return and own ; 


Rom. xi. 15, 
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See, ſee, the great * Euphrates gives you way 


Through chryſtal walls, as in your elder day. 


XXXI. 


Come, ſun- burnt Indian, in the ſacred font 
Implunge, and change by faith thy ſtygian front. 


Thy demons ſkulking, oracles ſtruck dumb, 


To th' pillar'd Fire, and holy Urim come. 
-XXXUt. 


Deſcend, thou Turband, let thy horned moon 
Now borrow light from the new-rifing ſun. 
Deſcend, thou Triple Crown, profanely giv'n, 
Peculiar of the prieſtly King of heav'n. 


XXXIII. 


All Nations, clap your hands, disjoin'd no more: 
Concenter'd all in one Great Emperor. 


All Tongues, combine; your ſeeds of language ſown 


In Babel's jargon, now reduc'd to one. 
XXXIV. 


Mellifluous Orators, enlarge your theme, 
All ſubſtance: nor of ſhades or colours dream. 
| * Rev. xvi. 12, 
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Ve ſacred Shepherds, join in grateful verſe, 
Your new Arcadia's beauties to rehearſe. 


XXXV, 


(a) Bards of the golden pen, or ſilver ſtring, 
To Chriſt your tributary talents bring,” 

Too long your gen'rous arts have been abus'd 
For wanton Venus, or mad Bacchus us'd. 


XXXVI, 


If ever now th' immortal genius raiſe 

To (b) Enthean fires, and hymns of loudeſt 
praiſe ; | — x 

Your ſiſter-parts as twins together ſing ; 

Welcome your great Mzcenas and your King. 


XXXVII. 


Now touch the lute, and ſtring the living lyre, 
And let the pealing organ fill the quire. 


Chaunt free the winged Hierarchs among: 
The ſame harmonious breath inſpires your ſong, 


fa) Poets and Muſicians. (b) Divinely inſpired, 
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Thy demons ſkulking, oracles ſtruck dumb, 
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Deſcend, thou Turband, let thy horned moon 
Now borrow light from the new-rifing ſun. 
Deſcend, thou Triple Crown, profanely giv'n, 
Peculiar of the prieſtly King of heav'n. 


XXXIII. 


All Nations, clap your hands, disjoin'd no more: 
Concenter'd all in one Great Emperor. 

All Tonguescombine ; your ſeeds of language ſown 
In Babel's jargon, now reduc'd to one. | 


XXXIV. 


Mellifluous Orators, enlarge your theme, 
All ſubſtance: nor of ſhades or colours dream. 
Rev. xvi. 13. 
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Ve ſacred Shepherds, join in grateful verſe, 
Your new Arcadia's beauties to rehearſe. 


XXXV, 


(a) Bards of the. golden pen, or ſilver ſtring, 
To Chriſt your tributary talents bring. 

Too long your gen'rous arts have been abus'd 
For wanton Venus, or mad Bacchus us'd. 


XXXVI. 


If ever now th' immortal genius raiſe 

To (b) Enthean fires, and hymns of loudeſt 
praiſe ; | 

Your ſiſter- parts as twins together ſing; 

Welcome your great Mzcenas and your King. 


XXXVII. 
Now touch the lute, and ftring the living lyre, 


And let the pealing organ fill the quire. 


Chaunt free the winged Hierarchs among : 
The ſame harmonious breath inſpires your ſong, 


fa) Poets and Muſicians, (b) Divinely inſpired. 
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Nil. 
And you, the Lamb's dear BRIDE, your croſs lay 


down; | 
Or fix triumphant on your heav'nly crown. 
O * Daughter of the KING, and now his QUEEN, 
Without all-beauteous, glorious all-within ; 


XXXIX. 


So clear thy form, the ſecret charms divine 
Reflex through their tranſparent mirror ſnine: 


So like the image, ſuch the unity, 
Thy JESUS mult embrace bimfelf in thee. 


XL. 


Forget thy houſe and raiſe a nobler line 
Fruit of his joy in thee his Conſort-Vine, 

In num'rous offspring waiting thy commands, 
Queen-Mother of the princes of all lands. 


XLI. 
Now ſummon ev'ry grace, in triumph led 
To the great SOLOMON'S þ high throne and bed. 


* Pſalm xlv 13. f Pſalm cxxviii. g. compared 
with John xv. 1. + Cant. iii. 7, 8, 9. 


ed. 


red 
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Now, now enlarge thy heart; advance thy fire; 
To God-like deeds, and God-like loves aſpire, 


XLII. 


While with thy joy the whole creation rings ; . 


The Lamb and Bride's Epithalamium ſings. 
And in grand chorus, heav'n and earth around, 


GLORY to GOD, and GRACE to man re- 


ſound. 
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SOS OoOIAOS SDSS 
PART WM 
1 
z- VV 1 T2 
| On the DEATH of the late 
Rev. JOHN FLETCHER, 
Vicar of MADELEY, Salop. 


Humbly dedicated to his reſpecteg RELICT. 


- 


— —— 


Axp has he taken his celeſtial flight | 
Scap'd from earth's priſon, and our mortal fight ? 
Ah! who ſhall dreſs the monumental urn? 


What eye forbear to weep, what heart to mourn, 
Ne 
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While in ſad accents both together flow, 


Our England and Helvetia's common woe ? 


Attempts my muſe to ſketch (tis all ſhe dare) 
With grateful homage and reſpeRful fear 


Some outlines of the well-wrought character. 


Fletcher is dead ! acknowledg'd without guile, 
Long as his preſence grac'd our favour'd Iile ; 


Here heav'n- conducted in the bloom of youth 


That he might early learn the path of truth, 
Soon was he drawn to hear the quick'ning word, 
And change the + martial for the goſpel-ſword. 
Fletcher is dead! the friend of Gd and man, 


Who ſhall his praiſe, or equal merits ſcan? 


The ſtrenuous patron of fair virtue's cauſe, 
The bold affertor of religion's laws. 


With God-like zeal, and emulation fir'd, 
Since firſt a Saviour's love his heart inſpu'd. 


* Mr. Fletcher, properly De la Flechere, was born at 
Nyon in Switzerland, but ſpent the greater part of his 


days in England. 


+ He was early accuſtomed to arms, as is uſual in 


| it Switzer land for young gentlemen of famil Ye 


, at 


his 


iu 
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In growing ſplendors and bright beams divine 

How did th' auſpicious Star on mortals ſhine, 

Till plac'd beneath the ſun's directer ray 

Which pours full glory in eternal day! 

Of manners gentle, and of lowly mind, 

His melting bowels yearn'd o'er all mankind: 

Studious their deareſt welfare to promote, 

For this he preach'd and pray'd, convers'd and 
wrote, 

But to his own peculiar charge endear'd, 

No means he ſlighted, and no labours ſpar'd 

Firmly to fix them on the Rock of peace, 

And lead them back to God and happineſs : 

Joyful the paſt'ral office to fulfil, 

As only ſent to do his Maſter's will. 

Still highlier valued, as more fully known, 

To her whoſe ev'ry care he made his own ; 

While * four ſhort years their kindred-ſpirits ſtrove 

To fit each other for the joys above. 

Of wiſdom, meekneſs, modeſty poſſeſs'd, 

Strangers and friends alike the ſaint confeſs'd, 


N 3 


* According to Mrs, Fletcher's account, it was four 
years, wanting three months, 
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Beheld at once mild majeſty and grace, 
Aw'd and delighted, on his angel-face ; 
Juſtly inferring from his heav'nly mien 
The precious jewel which he lodg'd within. 
Pilgrim on earth full oft his ſtreaming eyes 
Gaz'd wiſhfully towards his native ſkies, 
Nor could his ardent ſpirit a moment reſt 
Save at his Maſter's feet, or on his breaſt, 
Peaceful in life, but happier far in death, 
In joys extatic he reſign'd his breath; 
One only leſſon, which he liv'd to prove, 
- Dying he taught to all, that God is Love.” 
Drawn on my heart, ne'er to be razed thence, 
Be the fair image, and the living ſenſe 
Of his high worth and heav'nly excellence. 
| Fain would my ſoul his radiant track purſue, 
And praiſe immortal give to whom that praiſe 
is due, 
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Till the time of his Converſion in the Year 1777. 
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An ! what a pity 'tis of man 
Since the ſad hour of Adam's ſin! 
Our life, a ſhort contracted ſpan, 
Our hearts, all ſinful and. unclean, 
With noon-tide evidence declare 
How fallen and how left. we are. 
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II, 


What is my motly-colour'd fate 
In this dark vale J fain would tell; 
God's mercies, and my ſhame relate, 
Both fair and foul, both good andill, 
Till my full eye affe& my heart 
With painful and yet pleaſing ſmart. 


III, 


But where the bluſhing theme begin 
Of my life's pilgrimage below ? 

The whole alas! deep-mark'd with ſin, 

And ſcenes of variegated woe: 

My innocence outliv'd and gone, 

And I a wretch defil'd, undone. 


IV. 


Curs'd be the peſlilential thought 
Which tainted firſt my nature's prime : 

Too ſoon my pliant mind was taught 
Each noxious luſt, each fatal crime: 

Source of unnumber'd griefs and cares 


Through all the tract of following years. 
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Tk: 


Yet never did my gracious God 

_ Himſelf without a witneſs leave; 

While both his ſceptre and his rod 
 Aw'd, and deſerv'd correction gave: 

Anon his milder beams diſplay'd 

Their brightneſs, and my fears allay d. 


VI. 


Still my polluted nature ſtrove ü 
Its own corruptions to retaing 
In ſpite of judgments from above, 
And mercies, a more num'rous train: 
Egg'd on by ſin's contagious lure, 
Though never thoughtleſsly ſecure. 


VII. 


How ſhall I, Lord, thy love forget 
In warding off the threat'ning blow, 


What time the tyrant - death beſet 


My life, with horrors on his brow ? 


While the fierce * fever's burning flame 


Had nigh conſum'd my feeble frame, 


140 


* Alluding to the Scarlet Fever, which ſeized me in 


9 
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VIII. 


Again how ſhall my heart forbear 
Thy providential hand to own, | 
Thy goodneſs and paternal care 
To an unthankful worm made known, 
When thou didſt wonderfully ſave, ' 
And ſnatch me from the watry f grave? 


I 


And did my ſtubborn heart relent 
O'erwhelm'd with gratitude and love ? 
Did it of all its crimes repent, 5 
Ready its faithfulneſs to prove? 
Ah! no, it ſtill refus'd to yield, 
Too obſtinate to quit the field. 


X. 


More callous and obdurate grown 
. Eager it urg'd the wild career; 


ſo violent a manner when nine years of age, that my life 
was deſpaired of by the Phyſicians who attended me. 

+ Alluding to a remarkable deliverance from drown- 
ing, while at ſchool, in my fifteenth year. 
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To pride and concupiſcence prone, 
Glad in each youthful ſport to ſhare : 
Deeper it plung'd into the mire, 
And madly bray'd th' Almighty's ire. 


EF ANT 
It 
Thus ſev'nteen years their courſe had run 
In error and in folly's maze ; 
Unable then God's wrath to ſhun, 
And weary of my devious ways, 


I met at length his warning eye; 
And haſten'd from deſtruction nigh, 


XII. 


Oft had the thunder's awſul roar 


143 


Struck terror through my conſcious breif, 


Oft had it call'd aloud before, 
« Ariſe, for this is not thy reſt:“ 
But now the dreaded hour is come, 


"Ariſe, it ſounds; and meet thy doom.” 
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XIII. 


Twas in that memorable hour 
When rattling thunders ſhook the ground ; 
(Seaſon of God's tremendous pow'r !) 
And forked lightnings flaſh'd around; 
My conſcience felt the ſtrong arreſt, 
The guilty rebel ſtood confeſt. 


xIV. 


Not that my heart was chang'd within, 
Or the ſtrong man his houſe forſook ; 
Still in me reign'd the monſter fin, | 
And Satan ſtill poſſeſſion took; 
But Chriſt had made the firſt attack, 
And lo! the deep foundations ſhake, 


XV. 
Hence waken'd by the mighty force 
Of the Lord's glorious arm made bare, 
I now began the legal courſe 


Of duties and extorted pray'r; 
f LES reformatig 1 due, | 


FM pan PSTN purſue. 
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XVI. 


With ſoap and nitre fondly ſtrove 

To cleanſe and waſh the Æthiop white: 
But vain did all my efforts prove ; 

The leopard's ſpots appear'd in fight : 
A goodly Formali (Fat beſt, 
A ſtranger to the goſpel-reſt. 


XVII. 


Suſpecting then ſome ſecret fault 
Had baffled all the zeal I ſhow'd, 
I arm'd me for each freſh affault 
With vows and promiſes renew'd: 
Determin'd to be more ſincere, 
And watch and pray with greater care. 


XVIII. 


Nor did fair learning's favour'd * ſeat, 
Where Providence had fix'd my tay, 


The Univerſity of Cambridge, where I entered a 
ſtudent at the age of ſeventeen, ſoon after my awful ap- 
prehenſions (above related) of the Divine Judgments on 
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Afford me help and comfort meet 

To guide my ſteps the heay'nward way: 
1 Not one companion could I find 
TE To eaſe the ſorrows of my mind. 
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„ Each day the ſadly-pleaſing theme, 

iſ. | When on the neighb'ring hills I rov'd, 

ll Or by Cam's ſlowly-winding ſtream, 

| | My thoughts engroſs'd, my paſſions moy'd ; 
| And many a ſleepleſs night could tell 

lf | What conflicts my full heart did feel. 
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But *twas not mental grief alone 
Prey'd on my deeply-lab'ring breaſt; 
Oft did J pour the plaintive moan 
Through all my mortal frame oppreſt: 
While five long tedious years and more 
God's ſecret hand conſum'd me ſore, 
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| account of fin, and where I laboured, during the five 
| | years I ſpent there, under bodily infirmities, and a kind 
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XXI. 


By theſe redoubled ſtrokes of wrath 
My vanity was taught to bluſh ; 
And filent reſignation's faith 
Here learn'd my gath'ring fears to huſh : 
Oft on earth's parting coaſt I ſtood 
Twixt th' upper and the nether flood. 


XXII. 


O vaſt, vaſt, vaſt Eternity 


| That bottom knoweſt not or ſhore ! 
Who can thy fartheſt bound deſcry ? 
Who thy unfathom'd depths explore ? 


Oft didſt thou fill my wondring mind, 


And leave its ſoaring thoughts behind. 
Fax fr I 


XXIII. 


Vet uninſtructed in the way 
That leads to Zion's ſacred h1'l, 


My feet did on the mountains ſtray ; 


A God unknown I worſhipp'dſtill: 
Ds: 
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Nor had the goſpel's ſaving light 
Diſpers'd the ſhades of nature's night, 


XXIV. 


How ſhall I then with praiſes due 
Extol that all-diſpoſing Pow'r ; 

Whole diſpenſations wile and true 
Open'd at length the goſpel- door; 

Drew me to hear the quick'ning word 


Of proffer'd grace through Chriſt the Lord! 


I heard, but ſcarcely underſtood 
Faith's doctrine, to man's reaſon ſtrange : 
Redemption through the Saviour's blood, 
An inward inſtantaneous change; 


Us'd Nicodemus his vain plea, 
And queſtion'd, How can theſe things be.“ 


XXVI. 


But ſoon the veil was done away, 

And truth's bright lamp refulgent ſhone; 
I ſaw the bleſſed Saviour's day, 

And ſeeing cried, © The work is done ; 
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"He died, to make my pardon ſure, 
"He roſe, my Eden to ſecure,” 


XXVII. 


Now was I urg'd by ſov'reign grace 

The Saviour and his cauſe to own ; 
To go without the camp, and face 
The world and Satan all alone; 
While friends and kindred both conjoin'd 
To mock, and caſt my words behind. 


XXVII. 


Here happily acquainted brought 
With the diſciples of the Lord, 
The ſheep by the great Shepherd ſought, 
And to his bleſſed fold reſtor'd ; 
I ſaw them the Lamb's liv'ry wear, 
Neſolv'd with them the croſs to bear, 


XXIX. 


But fill more merciful deſigns 
Towards an abject worm of carth 
Were in his heart, who well afligns 
To each his taſk, and calls them forth 
O 3 
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To att or ſuffer on his ſide, 

To fight, or by the ſtuff abide. 
XXX. 

Weak in the faith I had not dar'd 

To miniſter in holy things, 


Or with Chriſt's meſſengers have ſhar'd 
The honour which the goſpel brings 


| To all, who publiſh it abroad, 


As fitted and thruſt out by God. 
| XXXI. 


I warn'd by providential dreams, 
And ſtrongly by the brethren preſs'd, 

I dropt my reaſon's idle ſchemes 
Which counſel'd baſe ignoble reſt, 

And bent immortal ſouls to ſave 

The word of exhortation gave, 


Xxx. 


Nor let me 1n oblivion hide, 

What my all-gracious God deſign'd 
At ſeaſons to confront my pride, 

My ſpirit and my tongue confin'd: 
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But ſoon freſh courage he beſtow'd; 
My cup with comfort overilow'd. 


XXXIII. 


Some fruit too of my labours mean 
Through the ſweet influence of his grace, 
Among the ſouls that heard was ſeen: 
Some ſteps I was indulg'd to trace 
Of Jeſus walking *midſt his ſaints, 
To bleſs, and baniſh their complaints. 


FAS Iv, 


XXXIV. 


Still was my little faith and zeal 
Oft in their early buddings nipt, 
Unfaithful to his righteous will 
My ſoul was of its comforts ſtript. 
My unregen'rate nature ſtrove 
To break the cords of heav'nly love. 


XXXV. 


Thus forwards in the goſpel- road 
Faint but purſuing I went on; 


———— 
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| Now ſaw and now loſt ſight of God; 
Nov ſtopp'd, and now too haſty run; 
Now hop'd my captive chain to burſt, 


And now deſpairing fear'd the worſt, 


XXXVI. 


At laſt quite deſolate and ſhorn 


Of ev'ry bleſſing, ev'ry grace, 


My ſoul all naked and forlorn, 


And hid the lovely Saviour's face, 


Th' Almighty, who my good ordain'd, 
* Upon me laid his chaſt'ning hand. 


This and the following verſes refer to two different 
fits of ſickneſs, with which the Lord was pleaſed to viſit 


me, the one quickly ſucceeding the other, in the year 


1777. 


ſtrong conſolation, eſpecially the latter, when in an- 
ſwer to faith, the Lord not only healed me inſtantaneouſly 


They were times of particular bleſſing, and 


of my bodily diſorder, counteracting the force of an 


emetic I had juſt taken, but poured his love ſo abun- 
dantly into my heart, as conftrained me to praiſe him 


with a loud voice. Thanks be to God for his un- 
ſpeakable gift. | 
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XXXVII. 


Reflecting on my wretched ſtate 
Thus deſtitute of all relief, 
I then reſign'd me to my fate, 
Nor brooded o'er my ſullen grief; 
But cried, © Thy love too long withſtood, 


Do with me, Lord, what ſeems thee good.“ 


XXXVIII. 


Scarce had I utter'd my requeſt, 

And lift my downcaſt eyes to heav'n, 

When lo! deſcends into my breaſt 
The Comforter, by Jeſus giv'n: 

The ſev'n- ſeal'd book flies open wide, 

And all my gloomy fears ſubſide. 


XXXIX. 


Strong was the cordial in my heart 

To interrupt the Fever's force, 
Its pow'r to th' outward man impart, 
And counteratt the med'cine's force, 
Which juſt before had been receiv'd 
That nature's pain might be reliev'd. 


SACRED POEMS. 
XL. 


Twas then the gift of faith I knew 
Which peace and heav'n-born love inſpires, 
I roſe, and to my Saviour flew, 
Inflam'd with his baptiſmal fires ; 
While tears of grateful joy o'erflow'd, 
And all within me ſpoke for God. 


XLI. 


And let my heart, my lips, my life, 
Long as on earth is my abode, 
Maintain the amicable ſtrife 
Which ſhall ſpeak loudeſt for God; | 
Or rather let them all combine 
In work and praiſes ſo divine. 
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es, 


GOD Incomprehenſible. 


—— one OR — — — 
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1, 


O Great I AM, enthron'd on high, 
Of thought-tranſcending Majeſty, 

My ſpirit wing'd with zeal devout, 
Flies the terraqueous globe abour, 
Ideas from all coaſts to glean 

To fing the Infinite Unſeen. 
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I to Philoſophers repair 

Who ſtudy heav'n, earth, ocean, air, 
In ev'ry inſect, ev'ry flow'r, 

They trace a wiſe and mighty Pow'r: 
Yet they no colours can deſcry 

To paint the wonders of a fly, 
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To learn'd Divines I next addreſs 
To teach me Godhead to expreſs : 
They ſay the ſcience they have got 
Is to conceive what God is not; 
They God adore with rev'rence low, 
God is I AM, that's all they know. 


| IV. 


To ſacred poets I apply 
Who all ſcholaſtic heights outfly : 
They, when they take their loftieſt flight 
In fields of intellectual light, 

Still own the beauties they combine 
Immenſely ſhort of the Divine, 


V. 


My ſpirit then with warm deſire 
Would ſoar to the celeſtial quire: 
But ſtrait that boldneſs I reſtrain; 
Alas! the flight would be in vain: 
Paul rapt to Paradiſe of old 
Could never what he ſaw unfold, 
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VI. 


O Wiſdom, Beauty, Glory, Might, 
Perfection, Goodneſs Infinite; 

Great Maker of this goodly vaſt, 

How canſt thou deign thine eye to caſt 
On worthleſs ſinful human race 


Who baſely flight thy proffer'd grace ? 
| VII. 


I in that grace have lib'ral ſhare, 

And fain would all thy love declare : 
But the ſtupendous theme outſtrips 
My pen, and ſilences my lips: 
To thee at leaſt, Great, Good, and Wiſe, 
May my whole heart as incenſe riſe 


P. 
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SS OOF SSSDSSS 
GOD known through JESUS. 


| — —— — 


Part ; 


I, 


5 
Ts true, my God, we ſcarcely ſee, 
While ſunk in fleſh, thy Deity, 
Thou for our feeble mortal eye 
Art in thy Godhead far too high; 
Yet love from faith's imperfect fight 
Takes its firſt riſe, and gains its height. 


II. 


Meek Moſes pray'd, devoutly bold, 
Thy awful glory to behold, 

To render thee, the more he knew, 
Worſhip and adoration due: 
Him in the clift thou deign'dſt to hide, 
While he thy dazzling beams de ſcry'd. 
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. 


Since from on high the Orient Light 
Riſing diſpell'd Moſaic night, | 
The preſent ſaints the old ſurpaſs, _ 
And ſee thee in a nobler glaſs: 

Thy lovely face in Chriſt ſurvey 
Tranſmitted through a brighter ray. 


IV. 


Great God, thou didſt not form our mind 
To comprehend what's unconfin'd ; 

Yet grace and lovelineſs divine 

In the Redeemer radiant ſhine $ 

'Tis here incentives we derive 

To keep our heav'n-born flame alive. 


V. 


Soon as thy glory's ſkirts appear, 
Thy beauty, as the day-ſtar clear, 
My lab'ring ſpirit overpow'rs; 
Love ardent my whole heart devours, 
As zeal. my Jeſus, and I grieve 
The ſoul-enrapt'ring ſcene to leave. 

=D 
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VI. 


Thy Majeſty to mind I call, 


And man degraded by the fall, 
My admiration then begins 


How the great God ſhouldpardon ſins; 


When juſtice rather might take place, 
And abdicate the rebel race, 


VII. 


Soon as in Chriſt I thee behold, 


I ſee the wond'rous truth unfold : 

Stern juſhce and mild mercy meet 

In heav'nly combination ſweet, 

Thy juſtice ſatisfied remains, 

And mercy happy pref*rence gains. 
VIII. 


Through Jeſus ſtill thy bowels move 
With tend'reſt pity from above: 
Loſt finners thou doſt oft invite, 
And when averſe, doſt ſill excite, 
Beſeech, importune, and conſtrain 
By loving firſt, to love again, 


SACRED POEMS. 
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Good thoughts injected, hopes and fears, 
Hearts contrite, and repentant tears, 
Drawings, illuminations bright 

Quick glim'ring in our nature's night, 
Through Jeſus from thy goodneſs flow 
To keep us from the lake below. 
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When we preventing love deſpiſe, 

Thy mercy new expedients tries, 
Thy pity ſends a thouſand calls 

As num'rous as our hourly falls; 
Warnings, complaints, appeals, proteſts, 
Jo ſoften our obdurate breaſts. 


XI. 


God promiſes, aſſures and ſwears 

To pardon and accept our pray rs; 

Kindly expollulates and grieves 

Oft as he foul repulſe receives; 

And till incorrigible grown 

Gives all admittance to his throne. 
P 3 
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He ſeeks through Jeſus ſouls that firay, 
And while they their return delay, 


His mildneſs gath'ring wrath abates, 


His patience their repentance waits; 


Hark! how his melting bowels foutid ! 


And grace doth more than fin abound, 


XIII. 


When ſouls to good his mercy charms 


He meets them with paternal arms; 


Receives them in his fond embrace, 


Affording new ſupplies of grace: 
The Father pleas'd, the heav'nly quire 
Inſtant in joy ful hymns conſpire. 


XIV. 


Philanthropy is God's delight; 

If to the end his love we ſlight, 

We our own hapleſs choice muſt blame 
When doom'd to everlaſting ſhame : 
Our gracious God, to anger ſlow, 
Makes bliſs more eaſy far than woe, 


SACRED POEMS. 
XV. 


How amiable, how all divine 
In Jeſus theſe attractives ſhine! 
While through the finner's Friend'we ſee 
Endleſs immenſe benignity 
The treaſures of his richeſt grace 
Expended on our ruin'd race, 

XVI. 
Ah me ! that e'er my heart ſhould tend 
Infinite goodneſs to offend ! 
But proſtrate at thy mercy's throne 
A ſinner in myſelf undone, 
While to thy Chriſt alone I fly, 
My pardon thou wilt not deny. 


Soon as my pardon thou ſhalt ſeal, 

And I the joys of union feel, 

My love enkindled by thy own 

Shall melt, transform this heart of ſtone ; 
And waſte this earthly houſe away 

Till it flame out in endleſs day, 


164 SACRED POEMS. 
DDD DDS: DD: D<DG[Þ 
V 


The OB IE OI of our Five SENS ES. 


| | 


J. 
H ave ſoul, what canſt thou hear 
'Midſt all theſe various ſounds ? 
Jeſus charms my liſt'ning ear, 
With joy my heart rebounds. 
Tempeſts howl, and thunders roar, 
While they proclaim the Great Supreme; 


| Mortals' more enchanting lure, 
| Immanuel is my theme, i 


II. 
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l Happy ſoul, what canſt thou learn 

l From all that feeds the eye ? 

| | Only Jeſus I diſcern, 

'F He ſhines through earth and ſky. 
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Radiant orbs, and beauteous flow'rs, 
Gems ſparkling luſtre, ſeem to ſay, 
Glory to that Sun which pours 
| Through heav'n eternal day. 


III. 


Jeſus, thou art all in all; 
Thy love ſurpaſſes wine; 
As in honey, ſo in gall, 
I taſte thy love divine : 
Sanctified our earthly food, 
The curſe incurr'd by fin departs: 
Hence the creature leads to God 
Who banquets in dur hearts. 
IV. 
Caſſia, myrrh and frankineenſe 
Their ſpicy odours breathe, 
Rich perfumes they all diſpenſe: 
But oh! how far beneath 
Chriſt, the * Lily of the vales! 
The fragrant fields their ſcents diſcloſe, 
Purer fragrancy exhales 


To me ſweet TSharon's Roſe. 
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All that charms my ev'ry ſenſe 
Doth Jeſus? goodneſs prove, 
Still I feel his love immenſe 
Where'er I reſt or rove: 
Downy bed or balmy air, 
Freſh-blooming morn, or cooling tide, 
Faith can find its object there, | 
My Jeſus crucified. 


VI. 


Do I:hear, or ſee, or taſte, 
Or do Il ſmell, or feel ? 
Chriſt's my muſic, light and feaſt, 
My roſe and pillow fill : 
Nought with Jeſus can compare 
In heav'n above or earth below; 
Matchleſs all his beauties are, 
And no cor-rival know. 


VII. 


Omnipreſent Lord, my King. 
With heart and tongue devout 
Thy tranſcendent love 1 ling, 
And loud hoſannas ſhout : 
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Glory, honour, thanks, and praiſe, 
Be render'd to the Sacred Three: 


Praiſe employ my happy days, 
And bleſt eternity. | 


$f ob kk roferoeoe eee cke 


PRIVILEGES or BELIEVERS; 


Or, JESUS ALL IN ALL. 


_ RED . 
1 


An heav'n-illuminated ſight, 
The radiance of celeſtial light, 

Love, which divinely moulds the will 
Inclin'd to good, averſe to ill, 

Wild paſſions curb'd, a mind ſerene, 
An humble heart, a conſcience clean. 


—— — — . — — 
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Patience or eaſe in ſharpeſt pain, 
All lols for Jeſus turn'd to gain, 
God's vengeful wrath no longer fear'd, 
Afflictions to the ſoul endear'd, 
In martyrdom ſupport and joy 

The force of torture to deſtroy. 


III. 


In weakneſs vigour to oppoſe 

And vanquiſh our infernal foes : 

A yoke benign, a burthen light, 
Omnipotent and gracious might, 

A price ineſtimable paid, 

The blood of God our ranſom made. 


TY. 


A penitent's full pardon ſeal'd, 
Truth, grac'd with miracles, reveal'd, 
Acceptance to our worthleſs pray'r, 
A freedom from diſtracting care, 
In trouble conſolations ſweet, 

God's preſence in devout retreat. 
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In error's mazes leſt we ſtray 
Grace to conduct through all the way; 


To frailties a compaſſion mild, 
Wiſdom to keep us unbeguil'd, 


A purity from nature ſtain, 
Of righteouſneſs the peaceful reign. 


VI. 


The curfe original ſuppreſs'd, 


And all our earthly portion bleſs'd: 


Love providential to provide 


In wants, in ſtraits our conſtant guide, 
To keep us from impending harm, 
And all the pow'rs of hell diſarm-. 


VII, 


The Saviour pleas'd to condeſcend 


Io be our all-ſufficient Friend; 
And though exal tet te histhrone 
That dear relation ſtill tõ own, 


And ſend the boundleſs Source of grace, 
The Spirit, to ſupply his place. 


SACRED POEMS, 


VIII. 


Our riſing from death's diſmal ſhade 
In bodies glorified array'd, 

In heav'n eternally to ſhare, 

In all the joys and glories there, 
Which ſeraphs, who that bliſs poſleſs, 
Want language fully to expreſs. 


IX. 


Theſe bleſſings and unnumber'd more 
Laid up in God's exhauſtleſs ſtore, 


To the fair lot of lovers fall, 


JESUS to them is all in all. 
His love, almighty to redeem, 
Their preſent, everlaſting, theme. 
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LO IE LOSS SEDS 


The JOY of the CROSS. 


1. 


Loxc plung'd in ſorrow I reſign 

My ſoul to that dear hand of thine 
Without reſerve or fer; 

That hand ſhall wipe my ſtreaming eyes, 

Or into ſmiles of glad ſurprize 
Transform the falling tear. 


II. 


My ſole poſſeſſion is thy love, 
On earth beneath or heav'n above 
I have no other fore: 
And though with fervent ſuit I pray, 
And importune thee night and day, 
I aſk thee nothing more. 


22 
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III, 
My rapid hours purſue the courſe 
Preſcrib'd them by thy love's ſweet force; ; 
And Ithy ſov'reign will. 
if Without a wiſh t' eſcape my doom, 
; lf Though ſtill a ſuff'rer from the womb, 
1 5 Am doom'd to ſuffer ſtill. 


IV. 


By thy command, where'er I ſtray, 

Sorrow attends me all the way, Y 
A never-failing friend; | 

And if my ſuff rings may augment 

| Thy x prai iſe, behold me well content, 

it Let ſorrow ſtill attend. 
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i Tt oſt me no regret that ſhe” Gs 
| Who follow'd. Chriſt ſhould follow me, 
| And, though where'er ſhe goes, i” 
| Thorns ſpring ſpontaneous at her feet, 
þ | I love her, and extract a ſweet 
1 From all my bitter woes. ; 
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VI. 


Adieu, ye vain delights of earth, 


Inſipid ſports, and childiſh mirth, 
I taſle no ſweets in you: 
Unknown delights are in the Crols, 
All joy beſide to me is drofs, 
And Jeſus thought ſo too. 


VII. 


The Croſs—O raviſhment and bliſs ! 


How grateful ev'n its anguiſh is ! 


Its bitterneſs how ſweet ! 
There ev'ry ſenſe and all the mind 
In all hei faculties refin'd | 
Taſtes happineſs complete. 


VIII. 


Souls, once enabled to diſdain 
Baſe ſublunary joys, maintain 
Their dignity ſecure ; 


The fever of defire is paſt, 


And love has all its genuine taſte, 
Is delicate and pure. 
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Self- love no grace in ſorrow ſees, 
Conſults her own peculiar eaſe, 
Tis all the bliſs ſhe knows: 
But nobler aims true love employ, 
In ſelf-denial is her joy, 
In ſuff'ring her repoſe. 


X. 


Sorrow and love go ſide by ſide, | 
Nor height nor depth can e'er divide | 
Their heavn-appointed bands; 
Thoſe dear aſſociates ſtill are one, 
Nor, till the race of life is run, = 
Disjoin their wedded hands. 


XI. 
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Jeſus, Avenger of our fall, 
Thou faithful Lover above all | 

The Croſs has ever borne; _ } 
O tell me—(Life is in thy voice,) | : 
How much afflictions were thy choice, 

And ſloth and eaſe thy ſcorn. 
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Thy choice and mine ſhall be the fame, 
Inſpirer of this holy flame 

Which muſt for ever blaze ;. 
To take the Croſs and follow thee, 
Where love and duty lead, ſhall be 

My portion and my peace, 


PRAYER to the Hory GHOST. 


} 


() Bleſſing, next to that dear love 
Which brought Immanuel from above! 

O Holy Ghoſt ! who love art ſtil'd 
Poſſeſſing hearts pure undefil'd ! 

To God my whole affection turn; 

True love towards its Source muſt burn, 
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II. 


Great Third of the Co- equal Trine, 
O may my ſpirit thee inſhrine! 

O conſecrate my mortal frame 

Into a temple to thy name! 

O be thou of my ſoul the ſoul, 

My ev'ry wrong deſire control. 


Ut. 


My mind with truth's bright radiance fill ; 
Keep me reſign'd to God's ſole will! 
Whene'er I ſtray be thou my guide, 

Nor let my feeble footſteps ſlide; 
Quicken me when I ſtupid grow, 

Support and comfort me in woe. 


IV. 
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O purify my ſoul from ſtain, 

All tendencies to ill reſtrain: 

My heart with warm devotion fire; 
Let hourly ſighs to heav'n aſpire. 
Infuſe freſh courage when afraid; 
When weak vouchſafe me timely aid. 
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Truth ſacred in my mem'ry keep, 
For ſin create contrition deep; 
Pure heav'n-born zeal in me excite, 
Be witneſs that I walk upright : 
Seal pardon for tranſgreſſions paſt, 
Suſtain me when I breathe my laſt, 


VI. 


Be teacher while God's law I read 
My Saviour's cauſe within me plead; 
By thee may I be born again; 

By thee celeſtial glory gain. 

To me be fire, oil, water, wind, 


To warm, anoint, cleanſe, raiſe my mind. 


VII. 


O Love divine, I love implore; 

Give me but love, I ak no more. 

Gifts are for ſouls heroic meet, 
Reſerv'd for heights or ſuff'rings great: 
But void! of love J cannot live, b 
With love thou wilt all graces give. 
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VIII, | 


Jeſus, I ſing thy lovely name, 

From thee, the Spirit co-effluent came: 
Love ſhed by him, through thee ſhall riſe 
Paternal Godhead's ſacrifice: 

While in this ſacred glaſs I ſee 

Of love the ſpring, the ſtream, the fea. 
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I. 


Hee me to give thee, God of grace, 
The glory of thy faithfulneſs, 
By truſting in thy word : 
To credit what th' Almighty ſaith 
In firm recumbency of faith, 
Though ſenſe no aid afford. 


SACRED POEMS, 


II. 


The heav'nly bleſſing reſts ſecure, 

To all the ſeed of Abraham ſure, 

Who Abraham's ſteps purſue ; 

Ard all, that nakedly rely, 

On Iſrael's God, who cannot lie, 
Shall find his promiſe true. 


III. 


A felt ſupply, and iſſue ſweet, 
Timely eſcape, and kind retreat, 
Their faithful venture crown: 
Huge difficulties riſe in vain, 
The mountain ſinks into a plain, 
And vengeance drops her frown. 


IV. 


Here ſhakings but confirm the more, 

Here toils lure on the conqueror 
New victories to brave, 

Ev'n life, eſtate, and credit thrown 

On the ſure word of Faith alone, 
Saints loſe not but to ſave. 
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So when the ſpies with ill reports 
Of Anak and his armed forts 

Appal'd th' affrighted bands, | 
One * Chief, who ill for God remain'd 
Divinely bold, his lot obtain'd 

In Anak's fruitful lands. 


VI. 


True Faith for heav'nly ſenſe makes way, 
Who on the Saviour calmly — 
Receive the Spirit's ſeal : * 
The burden of diſtreſs is gone, 
Chang'd into fleſh the heart of None, 
The heav'n of love they feel. 
VII. 
Too late the bleſſing cannot come, 
While previous ſtraits make wider room 
For Jeſus' reign within : 
Let wit and. carnal prudence fail, | 
Meek patient faith ſhall well prevail, 
The glorious conqueſt win. 


Caleb. Joſh. xiv. 13, 15. 
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VIII. 


O Lord, my little Faith increaſe, 
Till life's fierce tyranny ſhall ceaſe 
To vex my aching breaſt. 
Be ſanctified my ev'ry pain, 
Till freed from mortal cares I gain 
My everlaſting reſt. 


eee eee 


And now, LORD, what wait I for ? 
My hope is in thee. Plalm xxxix. 7. 


[ Ween 


I. 


y y HY waiteſt thou without the gate? 
Why doſt thou ſtand to heſitate ? 
Hark! Jeſus? voice ſalutes thy ear, 
I am the door, come enter here : 
O ſtand no longer ſhiv'ring there without; 
Why ſhould thy ſoul a kind reception doubt ? 
5 R 
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II. 


What need'ſt thou wait? He waits for thee, 

And knocks and calls continually. 

His calls were never meant to mock; 

Riſe through his grace, thy heart unlock; 
Ah! keep him waiting in the dews no more, 
Let in thy waiting love, and ope the door. 


III. 


What wait'ſt thou for ? an after day ? 
To-morrow will thy truſt betray. 
Oft haſt thou thus been put to ſhame ; 
Thoſe hop'd hereafters never came. 
He that adjourns does but the prize forego, 
Whiſpers to Satan, yes, to Jeſus, no. 


LY » 


How can'ſt thou wait? who can convey 

A leaſe but of another day ? | 

At leaſt I'm ſure that heedleſs ſoul 

Runs dreadful riſks that lights one call, 
Then ſeize the preſent call without delay, 
Now's the accepted time, and now the day, 
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. 


What wait'ſt thou for ? or to what end 
If not t? enjoy th* expected Friend? 
We wait to win, we ſeek to find, 
Not to vent empty ſighs to wind; 
Dark tears but water weeds, and chill like ſnow ; 
An endleſs waiting is an endleſs woe. | 


VI. 


Why waiteſt thou ? thou wilt not be 
Better for him, nor he for thee: 
He wooes thee now juſt as thou art, 
And waiting will not mend thy heart. 
Go then with good and bad, with joy and grief, 
Give him thy heart, he'll give thy heart relief. 


VII. 


Why waiteſt thou ? he bids thee come, 
And tells thee, that there yet is room. 
O come, he bars no creature out, 
He gives no ſinner cauſe to doubt: 
He ſays not, go, but come, what makes delay? 
'Tis all that thou canſt wiſh, or he can ſay. 
R 2 
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Why waiteſt thou ? the table's ſpread 

With heav'nly manna, living bread- 

Feel'ſt thou thy hunger and thy need ? 

Then pine no more, -but come and feed: 
He bids the hungry welcome, bids them eat : 
Why then ſo coy, why loit'ring doſt thou wait? 


IX. 


What wait'ſt thou for ? bis wounds produce 
Five vital ſtreams for public uſe ; 
He tells thee, whoſoever will 
May of theſe waters take their fill. 
Drink my beloved, drink abundantly ; 
Then quench thy thirſty ſoul; what hinders thee ? 


X. 


What wait'ſt thou for ? doth courage fail ? 
Truſt in his pow'r and thou'lt prevail: 
His aid accompanies his call; 
His love hath cords to draw withal: 
His looks inflame, ſtrength backs * kind com- 
; mand; 


He'll lend thy helpleſs ſoul his helping hand. 
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XI. 


How canſt thou wait? behold the Lamb, 
His wounds, his blood, his heart on flame. 
Soul, doth he pleaſe thee in this form, 
Bleeding for thee, poor needy worm ? 


Says thy heart, yes? then fly into his arms; 
And feaſt thy love upon thoſe lovely charms. 


. 


How can'ſt thou wait? O ſinner, ſee 
His bleeding merit is for thee: 

His merit is a common good 

Which all might ſue for if they would. 
How canſt thou coldly view a gain like this? 
Or how be heedleſs midſt ſuch love as his? 


XIII. 


How canſt thou wait? ſay, trifler, ſay 
Who would ſuch bleſſings underweigh ? 
Who would ſuch happineſs poſtpone ? 

Can he poſſeſs thy heart too ſoon ? 

Hence lukewarm waiting ſhould diſguſt create, 
Sure he's too precious, and our need too great. 
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- 


RESIGNATION. 


. 


F ATH ER, behold I come to do 
Thy will, I come to ſuffer too 
Thy acceptable will. 
Do with me, Lord, as ſeems thee good, 
Diſpoſe of this weak fleſh and oo, 
And all thy mind fulfil. 


II, 


Thy creature in thy hands I am, 

Frail duſt and aſhes is my name, 
Thy earthen veſſel uſe ; 

Mould as thou wilt the paſſive clay, 

But let me all thy will obey, 

And all thy pleaſure chuſe. 


SACRED POEMS: 
II. 


Welcome whate'er my God ordain, 
Afict with poverty or pain 

This feeble fleſh of mine, 
But grant me ſtrength to bear my load: 
I will not murmur at my God, 

Or for relief repine. 


IV. 
My ſpirit wound (but oh ! be near) 


With what far more than death I fear 
The darts of keeneſt ſhame ; 


Tranſpierc'd with more than killing ſmart, 


And wounded in the tend'reſt part, 
I ſtill adore thy name, 
V. 
Beneath thy bruiſing hand 1 fall, 
Whate'er thou ſend'ſt, I take it all 
Reproach or grief, or loſs ; 
In hope believing againſt hope, 
Chearful I drink the bitter cup. | 
In honour of thy croſs, 
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VI. 


Should Satan threaten to devour, 
And on my wounded ſpirit pour 
His floods of helliſh rage; 
With doubts or blaſphemies aſſail, 
And, while thy wonted comforts fail, 
His blackeſt arts engage: 


VII. 


Confiding ſtill in Iſrael's Rock 
My ſoul would bear the dreadful ſhock 
Undaunted, undi ſmay'd: 
Would follow ev'n through deep diſtreſs 
My Jeſus in the wilderneſs, 
And humbly truſt his aid. 


VIII. 


Should friendsand Wen both forſake, 
 Suffer'd my conduR to miſtake, 
And all my words pervert; 
I would not quarrel with my fate, 
Nor for a moment heſitate 
Thy juſtice to aſſert. 
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IX. 


Or ſhould it pleaſe thy righteous will 

T” inflict (far worſe than human 111) 
The hidings of thy face; 

Still darkly-ſafe my foul with God 


Would bow beneath thy chaſt'ning rod, 


And juſtify thy grace. 
| . 
N ay ſhouldft thou all my heart reveal, 
And let me all my nature feel, 
My total helpleſſneſs : - 
My ſoul quite naked and forlorn, 


Ofall its ſtrength and comforts ſhorn, 
And void of ev'ry grace: 


XI. 


Should vows and offerings be ſpurn'd, 
And the pleas'd Father's {mile be turn'd 
Into the Judge's frown ; 
Should tempeſt upon tempeſt riſe 
To darken and eclipſe my ſkies 
With horrors overgrown « 
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XII. 


Or (if thy juſtice more require) 
Should thy all- ſearching Spirit's fire 
Pervade my inmoſt ſoul, Þ 
To burn up all its droſs and tin, 
And centrally to purge within, 
And purify the whole. 


XIII. 


Still would I thankfully refign, 
And own each circumſtance divine 
Throughout the trying hour ; 
The time, the place, the means ſubmit 
Of finding, as my Lord ſees fit, 
His great deliv'ring pow'r. 
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SS Ono 


ANOTHER 


4 8 * 6 rn 
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FP ERMIT me, Father, like thy deareſt Son, 
To cry not mine but thy ſole will be done: 

Not mine, for I am blind, and what to chuſe, 
What to deſire, I know not, or refuſe. 

Lill may good, and bitter ſweet may think, 

| Miſtake my antidote, and poiſon drink: 

But thine be done, for thou Omniſcient art 

To know the wants and ſoundings of the heart, 
Not mine, for if to make right choice I knew, 
My weakneſs might not that right choice purſue. 
My heart ſhall humbly on thy will attend, 
Ambitious only never to offend; 

O keep my will meek, ductile, and ſedate, 

The ſame in a ſerene or turbid ſlate, 

O Father, chooſe what thou would'ſt have me bez 
In danger or ſecure, enſlav'd or free; 


AD. 
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In conſolation, or affliqive grief, 

Wealthy, or deſtitute of all relief: 

Give life, or death, give health or a diſeaſe, 
Succeſs or diſappointment, pain or eaſe, 
I'll wait thy gracious anſwers when I pray, 
Nor murmur at denial or delay: | 
Send perſecution, torture, or diſgrace, 

I'll kiſs the rod, the hallow'd croſs embrace. 
In thee my ſpirit finds its long- ſought reſt ; 
Thy will be done, thy will is ever beſt. 
Lord, from my boſom all ſelf-will expel, 
Self-will the fruitful fin that peoples hell. 

In the bleſt ſaints, in all the hoſts divine, 
Throughout all heav'n, there is no will but thine, 


N 
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SIMPLICITY. 


Smellerr V, the faireſt flow'r 
That once in Eden grew, 

E'er Adam felt the tempter's pow'r, 
Or good and evil knew: 


II. 


But re- implanted now in ſouls 
Where heav'nly graces ſhine, 
Their ev'ry motion ſhe controls 
Wich energy divine. 
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O what a Paradiſe to move 
Under her pleaſing ſway ! 

While balmy odours from above 
Are ſcatter'd all the way. 


IV. 
Ten thouſand charms adorn her mien 
With majeſty and grace; 
And joy (ſure pledge of peace within) 
Sits ſmiling on her face. 


V. 


Riches and honours here abound, 

And reſt and liberty; 

And ev'ry bleſſing waits around 
Divine Simplicity. 


VI. 


The evil eye ſees nothing right, 
Is critical and nice; 

It turns the ſunſhine into night, 
And virtue into vice. 


SACRED POEMS. 


VII. 


Not ſo the man whoſe ſingle eye 

Diſcerns both falſe and true; 

Error in vain its ſpecious lie 
Expoſes to his view. 


VIII. 


Light in the light of Chriſt his Lord 
Bcholding he adores; 


Dives deep, and in the ſacred word 


Myſterious truths explores. 
IX. 


Content and chearful is the heart 

| Where reigns Simplicity; 

It knows not how to aQ a part, 
Or diſingenuous be. 


X. 


Ready the good of all to ſeek 
Compaſſionately kind; | 

Humble in want, in trouble mcek, 
In ev'ry ſtate reſign'd. 


S 2 
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XI, 


Fix'd to the central poigt of bliſs 
Ne'er from its baſis moves; 

Jeſus its reſt and ſolace is, 

Object of all its loves. 


XII. 


Would any at their Lord's command 
Fly from themſelves and fin ? 
His loving arms wide open ſtand 
To take the outeaſis in. 


XIII. 


Would any fly to cooling ſtreams, 
Or to a ſhelter run, 

To hide them from the ſcorching beams 
Of tribulation's Sun ? 


In Jeſus happily conjoin'd, 
(Let none his aid refuſe) 
A fountain and a rock we find 


For weary pilgrim's uſe, 
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AY. 


Here ſafely reſt in Jeſus' arms 
Ye heav'n-born family: 

Nor doubt to feel th' all- conqu'ring 2 
Of ſweet Simplicity. 


PA HH 


AVI. 


But who ſhall all her charms unfold ? 
Her matchleſs worth declare? 

Not India's pearls nor Ophir's gold 
Are half ſo pure and fair, 


XVII. 


'Tis to behold the Saviour near, 
In him alone rejoice, 
Never to have an ear to hear 
But Jeſus lovely voice, 


XVIII. 


No eyes to ſee, no tongue to taſte 
But Jeſus and his love; ; 
| 8 5 
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*Tis to preſerve the ſpirit chaſte 
And harmleſs as a dove, 


XIX. 
To fly to him from danger nigh, 


From ſin and Satan's ſnare; 
Weep at his feet, and groan and figh 
Jo him our ev'ry pray'r. 


XX. 


Only to will what he ordains, 
Stand in his ſingle might; 

Waſh in his blood our daily ſtains, 
And walk as in his fight. | 


XXI. 


Nothing to know, poſſeſs, or ſhare 
But as his gift of grace ; 

Yet all things in his name to dare 
Held faſt in his embrace, 


| XXII, 
In poverty and ſhame abide 
Weak and unworthy ſtill; 
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In Jeſus powerful ſtrength confide, 
In Jeſus only will. 


XXIII. 


———— an 


Stript of our nature's ev'ry boaſt | | 
Our own at length forego ; 
Our joys and griefs in Jeſus loſt, 
Our pains and pleaſures too. 


XXIV, 


But all in Jeſusfound again 
With hundred-fold increaſe ; 
Where pureſt joys and pleaſures reign, 
And everlaſting peace. 


* 
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FOES HRK 


The BACK SLIDE R. 


B R 


I. 


* i | | 
Y E ſanctified children of God 
Who lean on Immanuel's breaſt, 
Each moment beſprinkled with blood, 
Of peace and of pleaſure poſſeſt: 
Exult in the love of your Lord 
Who bids you hold faſt till he come ; 
Nor loſe your eternal reward, 
Nor bondage ignoble reſume, 


IL. 


Still walk as the children of light, 
Your conſcience preſerve without ſtain ; 
Be ſtrong in your conqueror's might, 


Be waſh'd in his blood and be clean, 
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Permit a Backſlider to warn, 

The faithful from evil to flee ; 
Oh! never to Egypt return, 

Nor fall from your Eden like mes 


III. 


Once happy in God, I could fay 

My ſins are remember'd no more; 
The Lord was my refuge and ſlay, 

My fortreſs, my ſhield, and my tow'r. 
My heart as the garden of God 

Was water'd with ſtreams from above; 
The cup of my comfort o'erflow'd, 

My paſſions were govern'd with love. 


IV. 


No wind of temptation ſevere 
Diſturb'd the calm fea in my breaft 
No evil apparent was there, 
No motion of fin did moleſt. 
But why did I not perſevere ? 
Oh! why did I ſlacken my pace 
Sulpecting no evil was near 
I to Satan transformed gave place. 


| 201 
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"> 


As Eve 1n her primitive ſlate 
With innocent ignorance bleſt 
Was I, till allur'd by the bait, 
Then alſo like her I tranſgreſs'd: 
Accurſed temptation which brought 
Confuſion, diſorder and ſhame ; 
Come, Jeſus, extirpate the thought, 
Extinguiſh the peſtilent flame. 


VI. 


While conſtant my vigil I kept 
Inceſſant and fervent my pray'r; 
In ſafety I woke, and I ſlept 
Preſerv'd from the enemy's ſnare. 
But once in an unguarded hour 
The tempter inje&ted his bane, 
A captive I fell to his pow'r, 
Was conquer'd at laſt and was ſlain. 


VII. 


Now daily almolt I perceive 
The monſter once dead to revive, 
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Afliaed, tormented I grieve, 
And ſhorn of my vigour I ftrive 
To fight and to vanquiſh my foe ; 
But oh! thou Almighty, exert 
The pow'r that will quickly o'erthrow 
Theſe ſatanic holds in my heart. 


VIII. 


Eradicate thou the ſharp thorn, 
Avenge me of evil within, 

With weeping till then muſt J mourn, 
Deteſting myſelf and my ſin: 

With thee is ſalvation, O Lord, 
And therefore to thee do I come; 

Command that the dead be reſtor'd, 
And backſliding Iſrael return. 


"TX; 


The wound that was putrified long 
Bind up, and the balſam apply; 

Then ſhall I repeat the new ſong 
Of all the Redeem'd in the ſky. 
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Ye debtors to Jefus's grace, 
Wh you I in praiſes ſhall vie; 
For God will again ſhew has face, 


Nor fuffer his mourner to die. 


X. 


What hymns of thankſgiving are due 
Join with me, ye glorified throng; 
Redeem'd from more vileneſs than you, 

I owe a ſupenor ſong. 
I Jaud the eternal I AM, | 

The Comforter ever adore, 
Salvation aſcribe tothe Lamb, 

And triumph when time is no more. 
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O Life what art thou? oft I try 

To paint thee to my mental eye: 
Earth's vanities I oft ſurvey, 
But when with thee their forms I weigh, 
A vapour, flow'r, a tale, a dream, 
Preponderating turn the beam. 


II. 


A vapour, e'er diſſolv'd in air, 
A flow'r, in ceaſing to look fair, 
A tale, a dream, e'er they expire, 
Some ſhort duration ſtill require: 
But life fleets rather than abides, 
Away 1n half a ſecond glides, 
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Methinks when death I call to mind 
Life might be eaſily defin'd ; 
Death's a privation of our all, 

Life then we ſhould fruition call ; 
Yet nothing we to Life allow 
But the fruition of this now. 


R 
Thought Life infers, to duſt we ſink 


That moment when we ceaſe to think: 
From thought to thought my life runs on, 
*Tis irrecoverably gone. | 
Thought, e'er I can enjoy it, flies 

Till a new thought freſh Life ſupplies, 
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O fool, of ſhort-liv'd joys poſſeſt, 
In meer uncertainties to reſt, 
From thy full barns and bags of gold 
To dream of {lowly growing old! 
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by Canſt thou bribe death with all thy tore 1 
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if To reſpite thee one moment more ? _— 
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What mortal e'er his word has paſs'd 
That Life beyond a thought ſhould laſt ? 
Of millions death the end hath wrought 
Juſt inthe middle of a thought ; 

This Life of mine each moment lies 

In danger of a like ſurprize. 


VII. 


Tell me, my ſoul, is there no art 


To arm againſt death's ſudden dart ? 
Has gracious heav'n contriv'd no way 
Oflength'ning here our mortal ſtay ? 
Or on this momentaneous ſtage 

In a ſhort time to live an age? 


VIII. 


»Tis fin which ſhortens vital day; 
And when we feel our breath decay, 
Convidtions then come ruſhing in 
That Life bas been but death in ſin: 


On time miſpent, we ſcarce reflect 


Till we are damn'd for the neglett. 
i 1 2 


— 


— — 


1 i 19 
\ ify 
- 2 } 
1 14 lf 
4 
n 
it 
"154 
_—_ 
TY 5 
oy 44 
'! | 


— 


df. 


2 62%" i800 


— 


2 


— 9 


— ay — 2 ⏑—jꝓükwk ͤöòwur?z-—— 


N 
i 
» 
* [1 . 
" 
7 . 
is 
. 
7 
Ch 
5 #7 
. 
14 
4 if 
104 1 
; 8.3% 
£138 : 
4 
1 4 
9 1 
' 
111 
448 F; 
£ 11 
11 14 
1 } 
Tas 14 
it i 1 . 
I 14 
. n 14 
* 
fi Fr 
WT 
\ N 4 
19 g 
rn 11 
$14 ; 
RT 
; 
t 14 
1 ws 1 , 
_ Rn. 
' 318 
T2. ' 
1 4 
=_ 
1 1 
1 
1 : 
7 = 
by ie N 4 
1 
- 308 14 
148 : * 
: 1 
i 
1 + 
n : 
# : 
4 4 L | 14 
A = 
* : 7 
TS | : 
+4: l 
* 1 4 : ! 
1 : 
5 1 
[4 4 , 
1 : 
® . 
= 1 
i 4 
; 
: * } t 
I AC 
; 1 11 
U : k 1 14 
7 1 1 
9 44 
b 5 14 
by [8 1 
r 
{x 16 {4 
4:: : 14 
i i ; ; 
350 SS 
1 
. [+ \ 1 
99 : 
k 
F. i : 
i 


O 
am — — . 
— — om. — en _ — — _ 8 

— —— — — - 

= — — 71 ts. bore — 
— . — —— — 
- ———— ES — —— — — 0 = 
— eter . —— —— x fd Patt —ůk lJ44—-ͥ—aꝗ 
Mcamene-eutcecs — — —— — — 
＋ — — — — — ha 3 
— — — — ting —— 
— — — — — —— — 


SACRED POEMS. 
IX, 


Sweet infants from the font who fly 
Unſully'd to the joys on high, 

Live longer than obdurate men 

Who fin to three-ſcore years and ten: 
Wiſdom's old age ;—and all our bliſs 
Through ev'ry ſtage true goodneſs is. 
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Were I :mmortal Life to ſpend: - 
In all the woes which fin attend, 


In dangers, fickneſs, troubles, pain 


Which we in wretched life fuſtain ; 
I death would court for bappy prize, 
And immortality deſpiſe. 


XI, 


Souls who to endleſs joys aſpire 

This Life endure, but death deſire; 
The ſhorteſt Life they deem the beſt, 
The ſooneſt freed from fin and bleſt. 
Their heart and treaſure gone before, 
They ſigh to gain the wiſh'd for ſhore. 
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Saints live eternally above 

In beatific joy and love; | 
At Life's unbounded ſource allay 
Their thirſt in everlaſting day. 
We thoſe dear moments only live 


Which we to God devoutly give. 


XIII. 


Lord, may I never loſe thy fight 
Immers'd in error's deadly night, 

I am, live, move in thee alone ; 
Thy merits for my ſins atone, 
While by redoubled zeal and tears 


I now retrieve my miſpent years. 
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Sweet infants from the font who fly 
Unſully'd to the joys on high, 

Live longer than obdurate men 

Who fin to three-ſcore years and ten: 
Wiſdom's old age ;—and all our bliſs 
Through ev'ry ſtage true goodneſs is. 


X. 


Were I immortal Life to ſpend. . 
In all the woes which fin attend, 

In dangers, ſickneſs, troubles, pain 
Which we in wretched life fuſtain ; 
I death would court for happy prize, 
And immortality deſpiſe. 


XI. 


Souls who to endleſs joys aſpire 

This Life endure, but death deſire; 
The ſhorteſt Life they deem the beſt, 
The ſooneſt freed from ſin and bleſt. 
Their heart and treaſure gone before, 
They ſigh to gain the wiſh'd for ſhore, 
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Saints live eternally above 

In beatific joy and love; 

At Life's unbounded ſource allay 
Their thirſt in everlaſting day. 
We thoſe dear moments only live 
Which we to God devoutly give, 


XIII. 


Lord, may I never loſe thy fight 
Immers'd in error's deadly night, 
I am, live, move in thee alone; 
Thy merits for my ſins atone, 

: While by redoubled zeal and tears 


I now retrieve my miſpent years. 
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HAT is the world ? A cheat. 
What is man's boaſted life ? a fleeting vapour, 
Glimmers awhile, and then goes out in darkneſs, 
What are his hopes on earth ? an empty dream, 
That leaves him widow'd of each fancied joy, 
Soon as he wakes to immortality. 
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Why fleeps he then ſecurely, as the charm 

Would ne'er be broken, or the viſion end 

Wake, wake, immortal man! ere the gay phantoms 
For ever fled deceive thy fond falſe heart, 

And real misry mock thy hapleſs choice. 

The gracious hour is paſt :;—too late, alas! 
Repentance calls for aid ; and death, erſt ſhunn'd, 
Is ſought for refuge from the vengeful ſtorm, 

To aggravate thy woe, is found in vain, 
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